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2 THE soRROWS OF THE HEART. 


battle of the elements, and am ſtill 
doomed to drag the chain of miſery 
without a proſpect of releaſe. Why, | 
while the ocean foamed around us, and 
threatened every moment deſtruction to 
our little bark, why had I not the reſolu- 
tion to plunge myſelf in, and annihilate 
my ſorrows at once? Perhaps, becauſe I 
| faw others fo ſenſible of our danger, I 
loſt for the time all recollection of my 
own fituation, in the contemplation of 
theirs.— We had a dreadful tempeſt, 
and narrowly eſcaped. ſhipwreck.—I told 
pou in my laſt, that we were about to 
fail in very uncertain weather; the wind, 
which however was fair, had blown for 
ſeveral days with conſiderable violence; 
the Captain was obſtinate, and the re- | 
monſtrances of his paſſengers, who 
en fix | in number befides myſelf, were 
ef 8 $9 e 


THE. SORROWS OF THE HEART, 3 


of no avail, I muſt confe's I rather 
inclined to ſecond his opinion, becauſe 
| I thought we ſhould the more ſp edily ac- 
compliſh our voyage, and might without 
danger {gud before the gale. Between 
ten and eleven at night we ſet ſail; the 

ſea Was tempeſtuous, and the veſſel la- 
boured much; I threw myſelf on a bed, 
where fickneſs ſoon attacked me. We 
proceeded very well however till day 
light in the morning, when we found 
ourſelves off the coaſt of Wales. While 
we were endeavouring to ſteer clear of 
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a large reef of rocks, which extended 
themſelves, an inumenſe way from the 
ſhore, and over which the mountainous : 
ia daſhed. its foaming billows to the 
ky, the, wind ſuddenly veered about, 
and blew directiy againſt us. The 
change was lo inſtantaneous, that the _ 
: „ failors 


4 THE SORROWS OF TRE HEART. 
failors had not time to prepare the poſi- 
tion of their ſails, and it threw them 
into the utmoſt confuſion. The veſſel 
was drifting faſt down upon the reef of 
rocks, and the alarm .of our danger was 
inſtantly ſpread below. AR ' ſtarted up 
and hurried upon deck, where the proſ- 
| pet that preſented itſelf was diſmal in- 
deed. The ſtupendous range of lofty | 
Welch mountains extending themſelves 
along the coaſt, covered with ſnow—the 
dreadful rocks that appeared ready to 


daſh our veſſel into ten thouſand pieces 


the roaring of the ſea—the howling 

of the wind- the noiſe of the ſallors- 
and the ſhrieks of the paſſengers, formed 
altogether a ſcene the moſt awful and 
tremendous the human imagination can 
well figure to. itſelf. From my experi- 


ence of 2 ſimilar danger, i in the dread- 
S- „ 
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ful hurricane which happened in the 
Weſt-Indies ſome years before, and from 
the preſent apathy of my mind, I was 
calm and compoſed, I immediately 
faw that our only chance for preſer- 


vation was by putting the ſhip about, 


in order to clear the rocks that were 
not now many yards diſtant ' from 

The maſter, whoſe fortitude had 
2 deſerted him, was ſtanding by 
the helm, ſtupidly gazing on the danger 
before him. I went up to him, for my 
frequent voyages had given me ſome lit- 


tle knowledge of ſea affairs, and putting 
down the helm, as it is termed, called 


out to the ſeamen that the ſhip was go- 
ing about. | They now, for the firſt 


time, recollected that this. g 


the very 


_ thing that they themſelves ſhould 
| Hors thought of, and they ſtrenuouſly | 
B 3 hs exerted 
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exerted themſelves to ſecond my deſign 


it ſucceeded, and we now left the 
breakers behind us. The ſea had made | 
repeated breaches over the ſhip; and 
we were drenched with falt water. It 


was impoflible, however, to change our 


eloaths, and I again retired to my cab- 
bin, wet, comfortleſs and wretched. 
b The Captain ſoon after came to me, 


expreſſing his acknowledgments with all 


the rough honeſty of a tar, and infiſted on 
my taking a bumper of brandy ;, I com- 
. plied, and fickneſs again immediately 5 
attacked me. After beating about for 
five days, we at laſt reached the port of 
Dublin, and upon my landing, I felt a 
conſiderable degree of fever, which, 
however, has now pretty nearly left 
1 4 e ee ant + 


GL Upon 


* | 1 8 4 8 1 1 FO | 
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Upon my embarking at 15 


The 
| = of rhe veſſel came to me with a 
ſmall box, which he ſaid had been. com- 
mitted to his care in the evening by an 
61d woman, with injunctions to deliver 
it carefully into my own hand upon our 
getting out to ſea. It was made of fat- 
tin Weod, very neatly faſhioned, and 
moſt carefully corded up and ſealed ; 

had not ſeen my name printed on the | 
top, I ſhould have . conceived it could | 
not have been intended for me. From 
the deſcription of the perſon who 
brought it, I ſoon recognized her to be 
the good old nurſe; and it was no im- 
probable conjecture it came from the 
hands of, the benevolent. Julia. 1 had 
placed it under my head, and when the 
alarm was firſt given, had run upon deck 
without it; 1 immediately deſcended 
| IE 


3 THE SORROWS OF THE HEART. 
4 + 4 A 1 1 1 L ; 


again, and raking it out, religiouſly put | 

it into my great coat. pocket, deter- 
mined that the gift of friendſhip ſhould | 
| accompany me to my watry grave. I have 
not yet had the reſolution to open it. 
I dread the effects of this girl's roman 
tic generofity. I believe I ſhould ſend 
it back unopened, were a ſafe opportu- 
nity to offer but perhaps 1 ſhould 
then deſerve to be reckoned faſtidious.. 


Darts) III $: 


LETTER U. 


The Sang to the Sau, 
Auel . 


HAVE opened my little 1 and 

| have'been equally pleafed and bained 

vy an examination of its contents. 
235 2d ann ee 1 i obo ts 
1 Fn Tue 
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The firſt thing that preſented itſelf was 
a miniature of Julia, carefully wrapt up 
in a variety of covers; underneath it 
was the note which before had paſſed ſo 

often between us, and at the bottoſi was 
a diamond breaſt pin of very / conſi⸗ 
derable value. Good” God!” I ex 
claimed; how blindly does this: 
e amiable creature laviſh her bounty, 
„ upon one who can neither profit by 
“ nor enjoy it! The picture I wil! 
religiouſly preſerve; it is a mark of het: 
regard that I muſt confeſs does not alto- 
gether diſpleaſe me, becauſe I think it 
is che gift of friendſhip alone; the bank- 
bill, no neceſſity, however urgent, ſhall 
ever induce me to appropriate to my 
owh advantage, but I fhall probably 
difpoſe of it in a manner ſhe cannot diſ- 
approve; I ſhall act as her ſteward; 1 


« 
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the objects of charity that preſent them - 
ſelves here are numerous and wretched; 
Julia will not be diſpleaſed that her be- 
nevolence ſhould be extended to this 
| impoveriſhed country, becauſe had ſhe 
the power, it would prompt her with 
equal delight to graſp in the embrace of 
charity, the moſt unenlightened ſavage 
at the extremity of earth's utmoſt 
bounds, While I live, -her picture 
ſhall be my conſtant companion—when 
I view it, the flattering idea will recur, 
that. I am not entirely friendleſs, and 
the diamond may occafionally lend an 
outward glare to my boſom, to veil 
from unhallowed eyes, the darkneſs and 
deſolation that dwell within. 5 
Howẽ- every circumſtance - of my life 
= RY a foundation for unhappineſs 
_ Up anxiety” for che e of this moſt 
gy. | _ amiable 
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amiable girl! is the ſource of much oneafi- 


neſs to me, and the delicacy of her fitua- | 


tion precludes me from all opportunity of 


making thoſe enquiries after her, which 


my gratitude and eſteem would other- 


wiſe prompt me to do. May Heaven 


bleſs her, and make her happy Hand 
may that portion of felicity which the 

Divine Being deſigned for the meaneſt 
of his works, and which might have 


been mine, had not the rude hand of [ 


adverſity daſhed, it for ever from my 


hopes, be religiouſly added to her own 
heap, till pain and miſery ſhall learn to 


ſhun a boſom, where every virtue that | 


can 2 adorn humagiey delights: to > dwell! 


28 
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1 fear 1 1 og come hither 3 in vain— 


indeed miſchance purſues n me with ſuch 
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inſatiate fury, it is of little ee 


Fe 


whither I betake myſelf. My profeſſi- 
on will be of little uſe to me. The 
ſtage is here at the loweſt ebb, and the 
ptofefſors of it are held! in general dif.” 
repute. I thought, till now, that the 
people of this country had been enlight- 
ened and refined; I much fear it is a 
partial repreſentation of them. From 
the earlieſt accounts of time, in every 
age of elegant refinement, the ſtage has 


been liberally encouraged and rewarded. | 


It is extraordinary indeed, if this people | 


mould form an exception to all other 
nations in the world. abba: | 


* 1 
1 


It was a vain hope, my friend, that 5 
the change of ſcene could bring me any 


. ſatisfaction; ; my arrival here has, on 


the contrary, unfolded new ſenſations, 


new ſources of pain, that 3 it would have 
44. 14 5 Fe bh 1 1 : | * been © 
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| been my endeayour to have. ſhunned and 

prevented. In this city was Matilda 3 
born! perphaps, in this very rest 
Here was ſhe educated—here ſhe grew— | 
In every public walk I figure to myſelf 
her beauteous form—T tremble il re- 
turn the idea conſtantly recurs to me, 
and I am wretched, 
What a monument do I tand of the 
fatal effects of unpropitious love! How 

0 carefully _ought the ſuſceptible heart 
to "guard againſt the lighteſt | impreſs 
fions | of faſcinating beauty! Reaſon, . 


* 


happiness, and e are the victims 


e 43 


of its ſway. 
4 fever bange about me that Preys, 
| 2 En am depreſſed, ener 


ire en 1 11 


t — 
oe e feyer i in my. mind! -The onze 
LY 
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is too powerful 1 nature longer to 
r Marilda! Matilda! 
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TH AVE already, yo of an, object 
worthy, the benevolence of Julia.— 

I was. accolted | a few days ago in the 
ſtreet by a poor old ſoldier, who recog- 
niſed my face, and told me ſuch a tale 
5 of pity as beguiled me of. my tears, 
He had formerly been in the ſame. re- 
15 giment with myſelf, a like myſelf has 
I been unfottunate. He had loſt « one leg, 


6 and nearly the uſe of 'the other, by a 


- 


cannon. 


* 
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eannon ſhot in an action on board a ſhip: 
of war. He had been ſent home from 
an hoſpital abroad, and having been un 
fortunately landed in Ireland, had been 
deprived of the opportunity of applying 
for that proviſion Which is due by bis 


3 country. He told me, that for two” 


years he had been dependent upon the 
| accidental "donations of the Charitable, 
which yielded him a very-ftender and 
uncertain ſubſiſtence; 5 But jo ad- 
ded he, what can 1, do? 1 cannot 
© work, ard I have not a friend in the 
« world. But indeed Sir, it is my only 
* comfort that this cannot- laſt long 
* with me; I have not, for this month, 
* had a meal above twice i a week, 
bo” and L now almoſt faint with hunger. Pl) 
Lipur my hand in my pocket, and haſ- 
| 98 drawing outethe pittanoe it con- 
mm „ tained, 


* 
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| "aging, | dared to breath an. aſpiration 
againſt, my niggard fortune that thus 
| Srumſeribed my power.“ Take this, 
“my poor fellow, ſaid I, the tear of 
ſympathy gliſtening in my eye, —“ take 
* this, and may Heaven relieve, you!” 
—Gratitude held him dumb, but his 
look was more expreſſive of his feelings 
than the moſt elegant language could 
have been. —I was turning from him to 
depart, when. the image of Julia, like 
my better angel, preſented itſelf to my 
mind. Here, thought. I, may I- make 
a diſplay. of her generoſity, without of- 
fence to delicacy or to feeling. The 

moment was prapitious to benignity, 
and 1 felt the ſenſation ruſn through 

every vein. I turned to the poor object, 

whoſe eyes were. ſtill bent upon me with 

the. gaze of grateful ;acknowledgment, 
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and giving h him my addreſs, defired him 
to call upon 1 me next morning at nine — 
1 have ſettled upon him, during my re- 
| fidence here, a penſion of three ſhillings 
and Gixpence a week, out of the ſum 
which I confider committed tomy charge 
for the purpoſes of charity. 

The impreſſion that this poor fellow 
miſeries left: upon my mind, was not ea- 
fly to be eradicated ; it touched the : 
chord of ſympathy, and my feelings 
8 overwhelmed by painful recollec- 
n. A very few years ago, this friend- 
is q „ ſtood forth che foldier of 
ho ope in the cauſe of his c country, Elats 
With health, and fluſhed with the warm · 


eſt glow of military pride.—Ne ow—he 


halts about 3 in all the miſery of rags, of 


LEG 


wretchedneſs and want—an object, which 
even Pity itſelf would almof, t turn from 


EKR LE 143A 


with 
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with diſguſt. | Like him „ 1 early engaged 
in the ſervice of my country ; ; I have been 

oppreſſed, neglected, and forſaken—] x 

have not, tis true, been deprived of a 

imb; but the wounds of ſenſibility are 

Kill Teſs to be remedied than the mutila- 

tion of the frame. 

3 now, my friend, am ſeriouſly. ill—a 
flow. nervous fever has attacked me, 
which moſtly confines me tomy room, and 
the preſent agitation of my mind is very 
prejudicial to its removal; FT have not 
called! in any Phyſical afliſtance, becauſe 
in 11 a caſe as mine, all the Gill of the 
faculty would be fruitleſs and incffec- 

| tual— 2 | 
Ye have met with et officers here 
with- Show Þ 1 had formerly ſeryed; from 


N 
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enced coolneſs and negle&—It is no 
matter ſhall ſoon be beyond the reach 
of malice and illiberality, and no longer 
require the ſoothing offices of friendſhip. 
But now, indeed, friendſhip exiſts only 
in a name I, at leaſt, have known only 
one inſtance, where, i in the midft of mis- 

fortune, of. pain, of ſorrow, and diſho- 
| nour, its cheering taper has not ceaſed 
to burn Vour own heart will beſt ten 


you where that inſtance i is to be found. 
Jam now convinced of the ſuperiority 


of friendſhip: over love—the joys of the 
former are equal, ſolid, and fincere—of 
the latter, they are indeed enraptured, 
but tranſient, futile, and inconſtant. 
Mere it poſſible to convince without ex- 
perience, from my example, the young 
and fervid imagination might learn to 
ſhun an evil which more generally leads. 


5 ta 


—— 
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to ruin than any to which incautious 


youth is expoſed. The young mind 


would learn to cultivate friendſhip as its 
only ſource of ſolid happineſs, and to 


avoid the blandiſhments of love as the 
perpetual fountain of heart-rending an- 


guiſh. It is only in adverſity a friend is 
to be known it is only in proſperity that 


wie can hope to conciliate the ſmiles of 
love — even then it enervates the mind, 


and renders it unfit for every exertion of 


gepius or of virtue, and it adds the bit- 


tereſt pang to the miſeriesof want. While 
@ man retains his own happineſs within 


_ himſelf, no event, however adverſe, can 


entirely rob him of comfort and poſe 
the moment it becomes dependant upon 
the. caprice of another, he ls the 


| ms N path to walk. upon 


_—_ 
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burning ſands" of the inhoſpitable de- 


LETTER: IV, 
| The Sun to the SAME. 


Merch 18. Ny 


—fleep has entirely 
forſaken me; and 4 fever rages in my 
brain—I fear, my friend, my ſenſes are 
difordered, at leaſt I feel as if u upon the 
very, verge of diſtraction—my recol- 


lection for ſakes me, and the moſt hi- 


dedus and frightful images momentatlly 
preſent themſelves to my bewildered 
imagination. I ſtart I tremble and 
N look 
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look wildly round the room to be aſſur- | 
ed that I am not pinioned by the dæmons 
of horror and deſpair. In the intervals 
of calinneſs 1 ſmile at the conceit, and 
and look forward with impatience to the 
hour that is to free me from the burden 
of life. I. ſometimes amuſe myſelf 
in -painting the ſcenes of happineſs I 
might have enjoyed in the | favouring 
ſmiles of love, and the elegant delights 
of difintereſted friendſhip; but the fleet- 
ing deluſion vaniſhes, and the whirlwind 
of delirium ſweeps. them for ever from 
my brain—1 ſometimes ſeize my pen to 
give vent to my feelings.—1 addreſs Ma- 
tilda in the language of reproach—I re- 
pent, and tear it into a thouſand pieces — 
J endeavour to breathe the accents of de- 
ſpair—words deny their aid—and 1 daſh 
the guiltleſs paper from me in all the 
phrenzy ; 
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phrenzy of unutterable anguiſh, I am 
determined once more to write to her 
before my eyes are cloſed for ever—b will 
not reproach her, becauſe, when ſhe 
| hears of my fate, her own heart will do 
it, 4 fear, too ſeverely. 1 ſhall take a 
ſolemn fare vel, and breathe out my lite 
in a prayer for her welfa re. N 
I ſometimes paſs away the hours of fo- : 
litary ſadneſs, which indeed mine all are, 
in deliveating my ſenſations when they 
are not too violent to admit of expreſ- 
ſions. In a lucid interval which I enjoy - 
ed laſt night at the dreary hour of mid- 
night; I penned the following lines :=I 
give them to you as they came warm 
from the heart, unfettered by the correct, 
though cold reviſion of the head. 33 


'DES- 
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DESPAIR. 


If Love's a ſweet paſſion, ak! whence comes my 
| pain VF ; | 

Ab! whence; if divine, my deſpair ? . 
From whence this tumultuous war in my brain ? 


In my boſom this preſſure of care ? 


Few to me are the pleafures that Love eber has 
brought, 
But many the pangs that it e > 
Its TH of kr 'tis true, are with extacy fraught, 
But thoſe are deep loaded with ſings. 


2 


How fleeting, alas! are che raptures it gives? ? 
Of its joys how ſhort-liv'd is the date? 
Wich a poor dream of bliſs it the momentdeceives, 

And the ſoul wakes to poignant regret. 


The pains of long abſence what pencil can paint ? 
To its tortures all elſe i is tranquil— 


And the wretch unregarded may utter his plaint, 
While he raves even Pity is ſtill. 


Nor the ſigh that pelle loudly the pangs of his 
| ; meant, -- | 
Nor the tear that bedews his pale 8 
A ſhadow of comfort can ever impart, 

r Peace to his ſoul e' er can ſpeak. 
=, Then 


* 
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Then why, buſy thought, would you wiſh to 


« prolong, 


A life doom'd to mis'ry and care ES: 


With a thouſand vain wiſhes my boſom you throng, 
But all muſt be clos'd in deſpair. | 


Then welcome the gloom that © 'erclouds my 
ſhort day, | 
—_ Hope will now bid td 


May Fate's ſwifteſt lightning ſoon un me | 


away, 
And ſhift the dark ſcene from my view! 


8 
LETTER v. 
Honrox to MATILDA. 
5 | Wi . | March 20th, 


THEN 1 Hera you that | an op- 
portunity of troubling 7ou can 


never r again occur, I truſt I ſhall ſtand 


— 


Vol. II. 4 acquitted, © 


22 
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_ acquitted, even in your eftimation, for 
the motive that dictates this. —A few 
hours—a few days at fartheſt, muſt lay 
me in the ſilent grave, where. the ſenti- 
ment that now warms my heart, and the 
anguiſh that torments it, will be for ever 
obliterated. Oh! Matilda ! what pangs 
has your ſilence, your cruel neglect occa- 
ſioned —but I will not upbraid you 

you act from conviction, and it is my du- 
ty to fink down the unpitied victim of 
your prudent reſolve—I perhaps merit 
my fate. I had preſumptuouſly formed 
a with too elevated for the chequered lot 
of humanity. My. happineſs in your 
unaltered love would have been too ex- 
quiſite for man to experience in this vale 
of miſery and tears. I am ſenſible of 
my preſumption, and ſubmit without a 
mme! to the det expiation. | 
eie, 
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Yet, Matilda, may I not hope that 
you will ſtill remember with tenderneſs | 
the youth, whoſe heart, rather than ex- 
tinguiſh one ſpark of its love for you, 
indignantly burſt the fetters of exiſt- 
ence, and ſoared to that region where 
love reigns unreſtrained by the baſe 
ſhackles of human impoſition !—--- 
Let not the idea, however, be accom- 
panied with pain—think that I am hap- 
py—be aſſured I ſhall be ſo— for my 
ſoul already feels lightened from the 
preſſure of life. When you are united 
to ſome happier man, to one whoſe ſitua- 
tion and circumſtances may do honour 
to your choice, he will not deny me the 
| tribute of a paſting ſigh, nor condemn you 
for dropping a tear to the remembrance 
of my fate —It will fall, Matilda, 
more precious than the gentleſt dew of 

_ Bind * the 


2 
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: the morning, and my ſoul wilt acknow- 
ledge the ſenſation in the remoteſt re- 
gions of felicity. | 

I have bequeathed to you a ſmall "0 | 
as a remembrance of my love. I flat- 
ter myſelf with the idea that you will 
ſometimes take a melancholy ſatisfaction 
in wearing it—it was the gift of friend- 
ſhip, therefore doubly — . to be the 
dying gift of love. 

I had much to ſay to you, Matilda! — 
but I will not oppreſs you by a commu- 
| nication of all my feelings. Perhaps I 
ought not to have indulged them in the 
wiſh they have already dictated. If you 
condemn it, you have only, with myſelf, 
to blot it for ever from your remem- 
brance.- Adieu! Matilda adieu may 
every happineſs be. your portion! Nou 
will divide with Heaven, the parting 
thought 
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thought of my ſoul—and the laſt ſigh 
that,quivers on my lips, ſhall expire in 
a wiſh for your welfare. 


PS 


LETT E&R.. Wh 
Juiia to SorhiA. 


| March 1 


I * is no 1 ſupportable—1 am 
plagued, perſecuted, and tyran- 
mized over beyond the ſufferance of hu- 
man nature. —Oh! Sophia, what evils 
are mine !—My father and mother are 
relentleſs — they urge, - threaten, and 
command me to unite myſelf to a man 
-whom my ſoul abhors. By what right 
do parents thus aſſume a power which 
1 VVV 3 bY; reaſon- 
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reaſon and nature equally * condemn 
They ought to be the guardians, but 


not the tyrants, of their children. Mr. 
Bolton is now perfectly recovered, and 
18 conſtant in his affiduities to me. I 
can neither by words nor actions im- 
preſs him with the fentiments of aver- 
ſion J entertain for him. What a mean 
deſl picable wretch! He is as inſenſible 
to the feelings of honour, as to the 
delicacies and refinements of love. 

It is in vain that 1 remonſtrate or en- 
treat — my parents are equally deaf to 
the voice of reaſon, as of nature and 
nothing can ſhake their cruel reſolution. 
I have not, till within. theſe few days, 
been out of my room, to which, for 

this month paſt, I have been confitied 
by a fever—yet my father AER of ny 
Partying, in Wis rortnignts JIE 


32 "1 
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idea N- Oh Sophia! What fhall I do?— 
Woulck to Heaven I had rife no more 
from the bed of fickneſs! I ſhould now 
have been beyond the power of g e 
only and brutal perſecution. 8 
I am refolved, by ſome means or 
| Aker, to avert their machinations.— — 
| thouſand ſchemes croud upon my ima- 
ginarionthat are equally impracticable.— 
The only one J can think of that carries 
with it the ſhadow of propriety is, to fly 
for refuge toyour friendly boſor.—Your 
good mother will not, I think, deny me 
A ſhelter, till 1. ſee by what 1 means the 
impending ruin may be ſhunned, Per- 
haps my father's s heart m may y by time be 
foftened to affection, and he ſtill may 
rettact the *miſeraþle doom of his un- | 
Kappy chit From n my mother 1 hope 
1 nothing; The ſeems to have Bani 
hy: 5 * from 


oY F<? 
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from her boſom every veſtige of mater- 
nal love, and treats my tears and my 


prayers with the moſt unfeeling indif- 
ference. She is laviſh in her praiſes of 


Mr. Bolton, and extols his generoſity 
in condeſcending. to make me the. part- 


ner of a fortune ſo large. — Heavens! 


| that a paſſion ſo baſe as the love of mo- 


ney ſhould thus conquer all the fineſt 


affections of the human heart!—She 
| ſometimes even loads me with re- 
proaches, and talks in the moſt indeli- 
cate terms of the friendſhip I had form- 
ed for the unhappy Horton. L believe 
that. to be very much the ſource of my 
preſent perſecutions. : Before he came 


here my parents only expreſſed i it as their 
251% that I ſhould receive Mr. Bolton as 
my huſband. They now urge it as their 


* poſitive, command, and aſcribe my aver- ; 


SP; FN. 4 $334 C2: 2 112 1 


ion 
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ion to a cauſe quite foreign to my heart. 
Poor Horton !—Would. to Heaven I 
had never ſeen him! Though I ſhould 
have loſt ſome moments of exquiſite ſa- 
tisfaction, yet it would have ſaved me 
the dreadful conſequenee— a life, 1 
fear, of miſery and regret. 


weeks.—He embarked in the packet for 
Dublin from this place.—It is ſince re- 


him.— They were near being - ſhip- 
wrecked on their. paſſage, and were 


count the nurſe has brought me from 
. the maſter of the packet. e 
1 ſhall ſet out privately ſome day 


Mr. Horton has been gone for ſome 
turned, but I have heard nothing of 


(r ovidentially ſave d by an ererti e 8 
Mr. Horton. At leaſt ſu ch 18 the ed : 


early next week. I ſhall leave a letter 
for my father, acquainting him with 
—T 9 my 


18 
TE 
wt : 
* k 
+ v 
32A, Þ# 
vs 7 
5 4 
the 8 } 
1 
39 + 
9 3 
> { 
1 ” 
1 
1 lt 
28 I 
38% 
Ft 
9 15 g 
T2 * 
11 
Fi 
t 
| 


— — — 2 . 
pe e — — 


— ore eee —— —— 2 2 
— — — ——— 


57 Qty otro TH SE OR TIITD 


34 _ TRE SORROQWS OP THE HEART. 


. reaſons. for doing ſo,, but without in- 
forming him whither I ſhall go—My 
poor old nurſe, whoſe participation is: 
he only preſent folace of my woes, has 
agreed to accompany me.---Heaven ſup- 
port me in the dreadful trials to which 
1 ſeem deſtined! ' Oh, Sophia! how 
happy vught not you to think yourſelf? 
Jou bave à mother whoſe feeling and 
delicacy of ſentiment can be equalled 
only by her love. She may endeavour 
by her eonnſcl to direct, but ſhe will 
never art or tyfounize over 1 0 
+heart;. i 39 1 64] 
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NI Ia to Hon rox. 
March 224. 

1 ee e Waben de bring 
ſuffeientliy conſcious that hy my.paſt 
conduct I have juſtiy forfeited all claims 
hhappineſs, I have weakly triffed with a 
beat whoſe, merit entitles it to the ten- 
dereſt emotions of affection. Why I 
have done fo, I am at a doſs to deter- 
mine; and I Jook back with aſtoniſh- 
ment that ſo many months have paſſed 
ay without my being ſenſible of che 
vmpropriety aud ingratitude of my con- 
duct. The only atonement in my 
n r | power 
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power is to make a confeſſion of my 
folly, and to aſſure you that the recol- 
lection of it now coſts me a pang, which 
J am certain your goodneſs would think 
a ſafficient expiation.—No, my Hor- 
ton, could I ever be baſe enough to 
form the wiſh, it would be a vain at- 
_ tempt to. endeavour to repreſs the tide 
of affection that ſwells in my boſom.—1 
love you at this moment more dearly 
than ever; and were it in the power of 
poſſibility, would inſtantly be happy 
to convince e che ncerity'0 of ag 
love. CIDR 
Vour friend, Mr. Jerulaghwin, 1 hb 
Alfondea! me of the dreadful' accidents 
that have befallen you. Ob, why 
would you keep me ignorant of thghem 
ſio long Though 1 admire the delicacy 
ar Wat the- _ 1 cannot but 
0 con- 
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condemn it as unkind. - But indeed, I 
- myſelf only am to blame, -My neglect, 
my infatuation—-I know not what to 
name it—made my Horton conclude 
me inconſtant and infincere, and there- 
fore unworthy to be the partner of his 
ſorrows. Good God! how could you 
ſupport ſuck} accumulated miſeries 
My ſoul is chilled with horror at the re- 
collection of their weight---And could 
add to their preſſure by my unpardona- 
ble conduct !--- Cruel that 1 was -I 
could almoſt tear my heart from ary bo- 
ſom for. ſo long being ſubject to the 
ſway of cool inſenfibility——Oh, my 
Horton! tell me that you forgive me. 
Recall the cruel ſentiments you have fo 
much cauſe to entertain of me, and let 
me once more be bleſſed in the enjoy- 
ment of your favourable thoughts. I 


—üä—äͤũñö — 


| know I ſhall not en to your gener- 
__ofity. in vain; and though you may 
deny me the return of. your affection, 
e. ow bt withhold the melen- 
may bn «„ 
vineſs of thoſe hours, which, deprived 
of y ur love, muſt paſs e in er 
Jorro and regret. 

Mr. Jerningham had __ dll. 
Oh, My Horton, be careful of your- 
ſelf. Let not the ſenſibility of your 
heart be ſo mel e by 1 tri- 
depends upon your — * 
tune, and happineſs are all at ſtake. 
Think of the value you are of to your 
Friends, —to your Matilda. —Vou will 
then, for their ſakes, keep up your 

Apirits, and reſe 7 ſupport the tem 
5 | porary 
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porary evils to which we are ſubjected. 
I doubt not but you will ftill be happy 
in all your wiſhes; of this at leaſt be al- 
ſured, that this heart would bleed with 
tranſport: to Balti "_ ons momett bond 
felicity. 7 5 
Let me hear, my dear Herten; chat 
you are better, and relieve the antiety 
of my mind. Tell me that you pardon 
me, and eaſe the tremor of my heart. 
Incloſe yer Aerter cd Mr. Jerningham. 
I am much indebted to him for his at- 
tentions to me; bolt Huch H more for his 
unbounded friendſhip for you. He 
told tht df the Friend you had found at 
L——. My heart with gratitude con- 
5 felfes the tranſcendency of her worth, 
Who dewld, throng the veil ef Thisfor- 
tune, difcern and ack nod ge the ine- 
4s bf wnly Hiro, feel my dw the 


Sertqrity 
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_feriority when I contemplate her con- 


duct, and grieve to think that the effu- 
ſions of friendſhip ſhould ſo far have 

Aurpailed the warm ſenſations. of love. 
Adieu, my dear Horton, and be aſ- 
ſured every tender with of my. heart 
flows with unremitting e for your 
nd 
MA TILDA. 


LETTER VIII. 
Honk rox to 1 | 


"March 26th. 


"HOUGH i it is with. difficulty I can 
guide my pen, yet let me partici- 
. pate with my friend the preſent raptures 


of 
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of my ſoul. What fierce extremes am 
1 deſtined to experience! This heart 
that was dead to the world, that had 
diſencumbered itſelf from every ſublu- 
nary care, now bounds with a tranſport 
that language fails it to expreſs. 1 
have received a letter from Matilda — 
the ſtill remembers me, and remembers 
me with affection.— No circumſtance on 
earth but this could have recalled me 


BET 


to life,—T had ſtretehed myſelf upon 
the bed of death—T had taken my final 


leave of the world, and my impatient 
ſoul was about to wing 4 4ts flight to the 
regions of eternity. But this, my 
friend, this dear, this tender letter, has 

recalled me to life to love -- to every 
proſpect of Felicity. The tide of joy 
vo ruſhes through my languid veins, 
1 wk boſom glows with a renovated 
FUE 4 fame. | 


1 2 $ORKOWS or TAR HEART: 


flame: Las none hereafter doubt the 
unbounded influence of love over the 
human heart; fince mine, that but a 
Hort hour ago, was funk in tanguor and 
deſpair, now beats with rapture; and di- 
lates with hope. How weak is human 
reaſon, when oppoſed to the tyranny of 
Paſſion particularly of this firſt, this 
greateſt of paſſions- this Whirlwänd of 
the ſoul, that abſorbs in its vortex every 
faculty and every feeling incident to 
humanity! How happy is the heart 
that is tempered. by medioerity l if it 

can feel none of the exquiſite raptures 
. yet it is e agal 


aĩnſt the 
arzmeſs of its 2 pangs. 320 41 be Te 
My mind nom nn tumult which. it 
* 8 ſuppreſz. I am wild 
ort, and every trace of paſt 


| wal Lerne vaniſhes. from my remem- 
5 . 9 : PO brance 


brance like 4 en Oh, Matilda 
could you but feel a momentary glimpſe 
of the joy this letter has produced im m 
prevented you from delaping it ſo long. 
But let me not now repine ! tilt live 


in that boſom, through which life to 


me conveys its only charm; and I will. 
endeavour to efface from my memory 


every unpleaſing recollection that would 


rudely caſt a _— hank wy _ 

joy. ak 

| Lacloſes is an ni to Matilda 
loſe not a moment in relieving her anx- 

iety.---She bids me live---ſhe. bids me 

yet hope to be happy. I will lixd to 

| thank her for her gocdneſs, in years 

| ſpent i in gratitude and love. 


I ean now defy the utmoſt malice of 


factune.——-My mind i 18 fortified. n 


— 
© 8 \ 
- - 

1 D | ee 7. . 5 ; 6 . 
> 2 ; . 
* W J 
> 1 — 7 4 
4 . 
+ ö y ' 
— 
- 
s * 


1 


44 THE SORROWS OF THE HEART: 


the ſharpeſt arrows of adverſity. I am 
not the ſame being who a few ſhort 
hours ago, ſunk down the miſerable vic- 
tim of anguiſh and deſpair. Hope re- 
animates my drooping heart, and love's. 
_ Cheering ray once more. rekindles the 
half-extinguiſhed embers of its bright- 
ening flame. Heavens that a few lines 
from the hand of a woman ſhould act ſo 
powerfully upon the human heart! 
Oh, my friend let us no more boaſt of 
our teaſon, of our man] y reſolution---as 
every oppoſing obſtacle is ſwept down 
by the impetuofity of the torrent, or 
yields to the fury of the ſtorm, ſo the 
firmeſt dictates of human reaſon vanith, 
before the irreſiſtible influence of love. 
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LETTER 
The SAME to the Sams. 


Abril zd. 


Recover apace my ſerenity returns, 


eompoſure turn my mind to the pro- 
jection of my future plans in life ſeve- 
ral have occurred to me, but I am not 
yet determined which I ſhall purſue; my 
own heart favours that moſt which may 


lead -me back to England. I think, 
could 1 but ſee Matilda once again, I 


mould be ſupremely bleſt—that mo- 


ment of felicity I flatter myſelf is not 


very far diſtant ; the juſtice of Provi- 
| dence will not long doom to the tortures 


of 


and the rage of the fever gradually 
fubfides ; ; I can now, with tolerable 
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of abſence, two hearts fo firmly united 
in the mutual bonds of love. | 
I feel like a man who is redeemed 
from the: grave, or like a being of an- 
other world dropt by the hand of acci- 
dent into the midſt of this. My feelings 
my affections---ſeem new to my mind, 
and my heart expands with ſenſations 
unknown to it before. I often think, 
with wonder and admiration, for what 1 
| was born I for what purpoſe I am pre- 
ſerved ! Such trials as mine are not ſure- 
ly allotted me in vain, and I perhaps 
mae he the deſtined inſtrument of uti- 
lity to the world. The exalted idea 
{wells my. boſom, and arms me with re- 
ſolution and perſeverance,. Though my 
heart aſſures me I can know nothing but 
in extremes that J am fated to be hap- 
Nor miſerable mae degree; yet 
Iwill 

3 
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I will now- look forward: with confine 


and hope, nor damp the proffered joy of 
the preſent moment by anticipating the 
miſeries which 1 may have in 

L am-in daily expotiaticn of a hw 
from Matilda—the anxiety it produces, 


however, is far from neuen ny rent 


it is not clouded by a poſſibility 
pointment. Propitious nah 18 3 
the ſource: of our moſt .exquifite de- 


lights—its hopes, its fears, its doubts, 


nay, even its very Pains, are pleaſing. 
On the contrary, a hopeleſs paſſion is 


productive of our heavieſt woes. Its 
baneful effects I have too deeply expe- 


5 rienced; the dark ſhadowings however, 
of that unhappy period, while they 


: make me ſtart with horror at the recol- 


lection, perhaps lend to the brightneſs 


43 
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of the preſent moment a more faſcinat 
ing charm. 
Now that my mind is relieved from 
its greateſt preſſure of care, my anxiety 
returns for the fate of poor Julia. Her 
generous attention to me in the midſt of 
overwhelming calamity, merits my eter- 
nal gratitude and eſteem. I fear ſhe is 
unhappy— ſhould ſhe be united to Mr. 
Bolton, miſery muſt be her portion; 
and ſhould ſhe perſevere in rejecting 
him, the will be hourly ſubjected to 
the eruel upbraidings of her relations. 
Hard fate indeed! That ſo much worth 
that ſuch a heart—the pureſt- the 
tendereſt - the moſt enlarged that ever 
beat in a human boſom, ſhould have 
its deareſt feelings ſacrificed to preju- 
dice and groveling paſſion, is an outrage 
* virtue that might rouſe the in- 
dignation 
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- 


dignation of a ſtoic.— I would write - 
to her did I not think it improper.— 
Were it known to her' friends, I fear the 
conſequences: to herſelf might be un- 
happy, and rather than endanger her 
peace for one moment, I would ſacri- 
 fice every inclination, oy my of I 

my heart. 

I have been itte within theſe few 
days by an officer of ſome rank, with 
whom I was upon ſervice abroad. We 
were formerly upon terms of intimacy, 
Which it ſeems ſtill his inclination to 
ſupport. I feel 'a glow of ſatisfaction, 
that, in a ſituation which the illiberal 
world is but too apt to cenſure and deſ. 
piſe, I ſtill can conciliate the reſpect and 
eſteem of a man diſtinguiſned for his 
honour and his worth.— He has given 
me a preſſing invitation to his houſe; 
n D-- which 
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N which i is ſituated about ten miles from 
town. I propoſe, when I am well 
enough to mix again with ſociety, to 
take up my reſidence for a few days un- 
ne e roof. | 


LBTTAR * 


"0 be Sans to the Sax, 


2 | . eil 1 10. 
X. 7ERE 0 the feolinight of humanity | 


given us for a tarment ?- or were 
thi; eres by Heaven to daſh with * 
- pain the fainteſt glimme ings of felicity? 

When my own miſeries give me a reſ- 

pite from. the rack of calamity, the in- 


e Is filled up by. ſuffering for the 
miſ- 
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misfortunes of others—and there are 
few ſenſations more painful to the hu- 
man heart, than to feel for the woes of 
| others, dur the oven of ' — 
them: ” 
I have juſt witneſſed the exit of an 
_ unhappy man, whoſe UfS has been a ſe- 
ries of calamities. IT | 
A fe mornings ago, I heard, over 
the room where I ſleep, ſeveral voices 


uncommonly loud, and was ſoon after 


alarmed by a noiſe as if ſome perſon had 
fallen upon the floor.” I rung my bell, 
and' made enquiry of the ſervant from 
whence it proceeded. She told _ 
with an air of the utmoſt brutality, “ 1 
as only her maſter turning out Se | 
e jodger in the room above, becauſe he 
<< could not pay his rent, but that he 
6 was ſo weak that in putting on his 
D:-& _— 
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& cloaths he had fainted on the floor.“ 
5e Heavens!” I exclaimed, * am I 
* amongſt ſavages? or into what inhoſ- 
1 pitable clime has my evil deſtiny 
40 thrown me?”—T defired her maſter 
might be ſent to me. When he came, I 
demanded — for my indignation was 
rouzed -I harſhly demanded the cauſe 
of this diſturbance.— To me he was 
humble, becauſe I fortunately owed him 
nothing. — He was profuſe in his apolo- 
gaies, but aſſured me the like ſhould 
never happen again, as he was deter- 
„ mined to turn the wretch who. was 
te the cauſe of it out of his houſe that 
e very day.” It was with difficulty 3H 
| could refrain from levelling the miſ- 
ereant with the ground,—** He is ſo 
* poor,” added my charitable landlord, 


& that he cannot pay his rent, and I 
| 90 don- t 
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"On believe he has eat for this week. 
6 —This is no houſe Ns beggars to 
5 kame in.” ee eee enn, 
I was ftruck with eee and 
doubted whether it could be a human 
being that now ſtood before me.—T 
haſtily aſked him how much he owed 
The ſum was ſo paltry, I ſhould be 
aſhamed to name it.—T inſtantly paid it, 
and requeſted that the unhappy man 
might remain in his preſent apartment 
till he could with ſafety be removed, 
and at the ſame time I aſſured him, he 
had nothing to fear for his rent. After 
requeſting permiſſion, I aſcended to the 
chamber of the unfortunate gentleman, 
for ſuch J underſtood him to have been. 
I was ſtruck with horror at the entrance 
of it. -The melancholy object lay ex- 
tended upon. his bed, the picture of fa- 
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mine and wretchediieſs.—--His viſage was 
pale, fallow, and ſquahid his body 
worn down by famine and diſeaſe. He 
had long paſſed the meridian of life, but 
even through the veil of miſery in 
which it was obſcured, his appearance 
beſpoke him to be of the better order 
ol beings. The apartment was wretch- 
edlly poor, and offenſively dirty. Upon 
my entrance he made an _e to raiſe 
himſelf, but failed in the, attempt. 
Alas, Sir!“ ſaid he in a low tremu- 
ous tone, how few, like you, thus 
voluntarily viſit the miſerable, and 
a are thus forward in the £900" offices. 
* of humanity 1 5 
LJ ought perhaps to bluſh, Sir,” 1 
1 that I have ſo long been 
“under the ſame roof with you, and 
* remained 2 * to your ſufferings, 
oy but 
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ec hnt-I ſhall now endeavour to- remedy 
* the negle@.---You ſeem weak and 
& faint, Sir---let me order ſome cordial” 


it may be of uſe to you. | 14 
Ab, Sir,“ replied the unhappy ob- TE | | 
ject, * nothing. now can be of uſe to | | 
* me in this world; but it is a ſatisfac- © 18 
tion to me before I cloſe my eyes for 10 
© ever, that I witneſs once more the | 
* exiſtence of humanity. I am the vic- {0 
s tim, Sir, of exceſſive poverty; wi l 
K country where tow make a boaſt 
def their e 1 1 * | 
et want.“ 18 
He turned his . eyes upon me; * 
which were expreſſive of fixed deſpair--= _ | 
55 and the feeble accents of his faultering | | | . 
tongue betokened the ſpeedy ebb of life. 
---A moment was loſt in the ſenſations "8 
of nn and my heart reproached i i 
-P+. | one 
: {i 


— 4 2 ů II _ 
PUMA ERP 
F lO RR AE 
* —ͤkb̃— ͤ 0 2 —˖— —e 


— 


536 THE SORROWS OF THE HA ART. 


me for the uncharitable delay.“ It 


< ſhall not be,“ I haſtily exclaimed, 


it ſhall not be. by the bounty of ano- 


cc ther I am bleſſed with the means of 


wy relieving you---nor ſhall J loſe one 
moment in the en of the pious 
« defign.” . be e 

I ordered him to oh dived IE the 


wretched apartment where he lay, to a 
better. I ſent for ſome cordials, e little 
of which 1 prevailed on him to take, 
and towards evening he ſeemed ſome- 


what revived. When I entered his room 
the tear of gratitude flowed down his 
haggard cheek, and his utterance was 
for a while ſuſpended. Words at length 


found their way, and in broken accents 


he told me, my benevolence was ex- 


48 ertedi in vain.——-I ids Sir,” continued 
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406 The blood flows lazily through theſe 
; aged veins, and nature is too far ex- 
© hauſted to recover. For myſelf, 1 
am happy to quit a world where bit- 
ee calamity has been my only por- 
* tion but there are ſome to whom my 
death, poor and miſerable as I may 
«ſeem, will be the cauſe of endleſs | 
be woe 'tis that which Kings me to the 
* ſoul.” -I entreated him to compoſe 
rend and aſſured him of my beſt en- 
deavours to render every ſervice to thoſe 
who were dear to him. Little,” I 
udded, * may be in my power, for . 
« am myſelf the child of misfortune- 
e and but for the benevolence of ano- 
4 ther, muſt perhaps have been doom- 
«ed to ſee your pangs, without the 
power of artempting t to relieve them 
18 „but Providence may ſecond the cha- 


5 Ds. | ritable 
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e ritable deſign, and I may be the happy 
* inftrument of en to mow droop- 

* ing friends.“ 

* Oh, Heaven bleſs gl”. ſaid he, 
« but I fear you nndertake a taſk not 
* eafily- to be performed.---If you will 
* have the goodneſs to fit down, I will, 
777 while I have the power, endeavour 
* to impart a few circumſtances, which 
| * repoſed in . your charitable boſom, 
* will lighten the anguiſh of mine--- 
c and the communication of which may 
« ſmooth the pangs of thoſe moments, 
that are faſt hurrying me to the 
grave. -A chair ſtood by his bed- 
_ fide, and I filently complied. 

After a ſolemn pauſe, which was, only 
jnterruptec by his tears and his fight, 
he aus ee me 


\ 
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& You ſee. before you, Sir, a man, 
« whoſe life. has been- one continued 
© ſcene of woe —the earlier part of it 

. was ſpent i in the ſervice of my coun- 
* try, and at the concluſion of: the war 

«© before laſt, after ſeveral years hard 
*©-fervice, I was rewarded by being re-- 
. * duced upon Lieutenant's half. pay. 1 
e had then a wife and three children, 
© the eldeſt of whom, who was a ſon, 
* got out to India, where he ſoon fell 
hs a victim to the climate. My wife 
. and two daughters ftruggled with po- 
verty, till the former broke her heart. 
% I now determined to embark in the 
© world anew, and appropriate the pit- 
«tance of- my half. pay entirely for the 
| 5 1 ſupport of my daughters. Though: 
«© was then pretty far advanced i in life, 
* E embraced the profeſſion of the: 
C DS 8 ſtage. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
i 
| 
f 
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| ſtage. My talents were not of the 


« moſt ſhining caſt---there was a diffi- 


te dence in my manner, originating from 


my own: mind, that precluded every 
© chance of arriving at eminence. I 


© ſtruggled on however, and comforted 
f cc « myſelf with the idea, that my poor 


5 daughters at leaſt were above want. 
In the courſe of my theatrical career, 
15 1 likewiſe produced ſome dramatic 
* pieces, which gained me more pu- 
« tation than emolument. 
About ten years ago, chance. con- 
40 ducted me hither, during which time 
cc 1 have ſuffered under the rudeſt gripe 


4 of diſtreſs. I began to grow too old 


15 * for my profeſſion, and deſtitute of 


cc * friends and money, every other effort 
4 1 could make Was Vain. My mind at 
« length became ſo callous to my ſuf- 


2  ferings, 
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cc ferings, that I abandoned myſelf en- 
ce tirely to deſpair. Accidental charity 
«© has been my only ſupport for years; 
« and I have often been condemned, 
< expoſed to the inclemencies of the 
16 ſeaſons, to wander. through the ſtreets 
* for nights together. Within theſe 
«© fix weeks I have been in as many 
<« lodgings, being regularly turned out 
* for incapacity to pay---and this night 
cc 725 have periſhed in the ſtreet, had 
© not your goodneſs AY and _m—_ . 
60 venteck itt! h n TH | 
C I have often formed the Iden of re- 


e turning to my daughters, but never 
5 « could accompliſh the means. Indeed 
„ my heart revolted at the idea of rob- 
0 bing them of the little comforts ſo 
2 lender a proviſion could afford; and 
2 the cruel reflection of its ending with 
; GE : IL | 
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* my. exiſtence, often prevented me 
* from finiſhing my ſorrows at once. 


But now, Sir, I muſt yield to che 
hand of fate, and by the deſtiny of 
Providence, my poor children muſt 

* be deprived of their only ſupport. 
„ The eldeft has- been a cripple from 


her infancy, and requires all the at- 
tendance and affiduiries of her fiſter, 


oF: 
cc 
„ who is thereby prevented from ma- 
6 


| king any effort for herſelf.- The only 


C proſpect that nom remains for them 


& ig, like their wretched father, to pe- 
6 riſh for want a ih 
His voice failed him, and his ls 


frame was convulſed in an agony of 


grief. I endeavoured to ſoothe his feel · 


ings, by repreſenting happier views. It 


was a vain e eyed mind was too 


* F r 


We e e dei ten much 
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much occupied by deſpair, to to admit one 
ray of chearing confolation,—  _. 
1 had ſent in the morning for a phyſi- 
can, who declared that all, aid was vain. 
The miſerable object was ſo totally ex- 
hauſted, that. he ſaw: no proſpect, of 
life's lingering in his veins for many 
hours longer. 3 procured a nurſe to 
attend him, and did every thing, in my 
power to render his laſt moments as eaſy 
as poſlible. During the night, his whole 
faculties ſezmed diffolved, i in total inſen« 
| fibility, except at intervals, when he 
would break forth i into the moſt piteous 
exclamations. Even theſe became at 
k length too powerful for ebbing life, 

Which by ten next morning had entirely 
deſerted bim. He had requeſted 3 
would communicate to bis daughters an 

account of his death—Painful taſk 1 
„ 
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Had I che power of continuing to them 
the generous bounty of their father, 
the execution of his dying requiſition 
would be leſs unpleaſing. But alas! 
I have only to inform them, that they 
have loſt a parent, and with him every 
. comfort the world had afforded them. 
Vet 1 will hope! may meet with ſome be- 
nevolent ſoul, who has the power as well 
2s the inclination to relieve ſuch accu- 
mulated woes---ſome- Julia, whoſe bo- 
ſom glows with the brighter ſentiments 
of humanity, and whoſe heart burns to 
extend the arm of ſuccour to the droop- 
ing children of diſtreſs. Oh ye unfeel- 
ing mortals, who riot in wealth, and 
revel in debauchery, did ye but know | 
the luxury of reſcuing worth from the 
rude gripe wo 1 5 ye would fore- 
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go your ſelfiſh enjoyments, wth learn 
what it is to be truly happy and wiſe! 

I have given orders for the remains 
of the unfortunate gentleman to be in- 
terred in the moſt private manner, but 
at the ſame time with decency and re- 
ſpect. That done, I ſhall quit a dwel- 
ling where inhumanity and brutality 
ſeem to have taken up their abode. _ | 

What ſatisfaction ſhould I have in 
communicating to Julia the uſe I have 
made of her generoſity !---How her gen- 
tle boſom would ſwell with the grateful 
reflection, that by her means, the laſt 
moments of a wretched old man were 
ſmoothed into peace, and that at this 


Z preſent hour the heart of a poor lame 


ſoldier is eaſed of its deepeſt pang, |! 
Even I, who am but the humble ann 


in theſe deeds of e even I feel a 


glow - 


glow of ſatisfaction unequalled by the 
| higheſt n of kaxurious * 
Petite. 
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I have juſt received a letter from Ma- 
tilda. It is a cordial for all my ſor- 
rows Let me now look forward with 
hope to that happy period, when this 
heart ſhall ceaſe to throb bur for the 
woes of another. e WE 
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prejudices imbibed by educa · 
tion ot habit are not to be ſurmounted, 
and too often obſcure and pervert the na- 


heart, My profeſſion has again been 
the ſource of mortification and diſtreſs--- 
it has been the ſport of the rude and the 


the cauſe of juſtice and truth, than its 
warmeſt encomiums.; but ſtill, ſuch are 
my feelings, I cannot _ * the mo 
| TO haart 5 them. To 

| F 
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5 18 tu hows us all” The 


tural dictates of the enlarged and honeſt 


inſolent.— The cenſures indeed of bar- 
barous ignorance are leſs prejudicial to 
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Agrecable to my ogention expreſſed i in 

a former letter, I have paid a viſit at the 
houſe of my military friend. Chearful- | 
| neſs and hoſpitality united to make my 
reception flattering and agreeable, and 
every. attention was paid me which the 
noble mind can dictate, to exinguiſh 
the delicate feelings of conſcious infe- 
riority. I had been induced, from the 
warmth of his friendſhip, to diſcloſe to 
him the chief occurrences of my life, 
from the time of our parting. Though 
he is inſenſible to the delicate refinements 
of paſſion; or the more tender propenſi- 
ties of the human heart, yet he is not 
deſtitute of feeling, nor ſlow in paying 
the tribute of humanity to ſuffering 
worth. He was affected by my narra- 
tion, but ſeemed to think I might have 
embraced ſome happier profeſſion than 
D tan 
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that 1 in which I have lately been engaged. 
His unfavourable opinion of it, however, 
made no impreſſion upon the natural 
warmth and honeſty of his heart. WW! 
The effects of my illneſs being yet very 
viſiblei in my appearance, and the remains 


of melancholy till hanging at times up- 
on my mind, 1 had expreſſed a wiſh that 


I might be indulged i in ſolitude and re- 
tirement, I was promiſed the moſt un- 
bounded freedom, yet was hourly ca- 
rouſing in the midſt of ſociety. My 
friend poſſeſſes that indiſcriminate hoſpi- 
tality, which is the bane of every thing 


that is elegant and refined. If two or 


three perſons of taſte happen to grace 


| his board, they are overpowered i in the 


torrent of ribaldry and vulgarity that 


o diſtinguiſh the converſation” of thoſe, 


whom here they honour with the appel- 


lation . 
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tation of honeſt: kello w- — Theſe are © men 
whoſe characters are only marked by the 
humber of bottles they can drink, the 
mocking indelicacy of a toaſt, or r the 
obſcenity « of a ſong. ; 
A few of the former tigen, how- 


5 ever, during my reſi dence with my 


friend, happened-to honour” his hoſpita- 
lity —Among the number was a lady of 
rank, whoſe character ſtands high for 
every virtue that can adorn humanity. 
She is no leſs the ornament of her diſ- 
diſtinguiſhed fituation, than an honour 


to her country and her ſex. She poſ- 


ſeſſes that eaſe, that faſcinating affabili- 
ty of manners, which, while it lays a- 
ſide every diſtinction of rank, excites 
admiration and efteem—a tribute more 


grateful to the noble mind, than all the 
unmeaning forms of outward reſpect 


5 „„ eee 
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exacted by the empty glare of title and 
power. As my friend was of opinion 1 
might derive conſiderable advantage 
from her patronage, he took an oppor- 
tunlty of intereſting her in my favour. 
The natural benignity of her own heart 
ſeconded his friendly intentions, and I 
was forthwith honoured with her protec- 
tion and regard. The charming conde- 
ſcenſion of her manners, and the ſingu- 
lar liberality and elegance of her mind, 
were captivating in the extreme. The 
ſituation in which I am placed was with 
ber the warmeſt recommendation to her 
her favour and every ſentiment ſhe ut- 
| tered was a diſplay how much the native 
| dignity of her mind was untainted * 

the meanneſs of prejudice. | 
AsT have lately: twice made a public 

appearance in 1 capital, ay en has 
become 


72 THE soRROWS OF THE HEART. 


become generally known, and I was re- 
| cognized by many of the viſitors of my 
friend.—The majority conſiſted of that 
claſs I have already deſcribed, and they 
looked upon me with an eye of ſuperci- 
lious contempt. Some, regardleſs. of 
| hoſpitality and common politeneſs , made 
reflections, even in my hearing, up- 
on my profeſſion, unbecoming the 
character of gentlemen, and every re- 
proof was drowned in the noiſe of voci- 
feration and prejudice. It found an ad- 
vocate, however, in one, whoſe ſingle 
plaudit is ſufficient to affix the ſtamp of 
honour and of worth.— The lady ex- 
preſſed her opinion in terms dictated by 
ſentiment and taſte the vulgar were aw- 
ed, and flew to the conſolation of their 
bottle. Her judgement has raiſed my 
ene, and even n myſelf, in my own 
855 eſtima- 


Painting, and of Muſic, are univerſally 


%. 


— 


THE SORROWS or THE HEART, 73 


eſtimation. To be the profeſſor of an 


art admired by her, is matter of grateful 


exultation ; but ſo extended is her li- 
berality, that while ſhe eſteems the 


art, ſhe equally venerates the artiſt, * It 


ſeems to me indeed extraordinary, that 


the inconſiſtent abſurdity of prejudice 


ſhould ſo powerfully have abſorbed all 
the reaſoning faculties of the human 
The fiſte: arts of Poetry, of 


held'in the higheſt eſtimation. The pro- 
feſſors of the two former are equally re- 


ſpected with their art— their names live 


upon their canvas or on their page, and 


veneration is attached to the glow of 


their colours , or the beauty of their verſe 


but not ſo with the man whoſe part it 
is to charm the ear with melody, or 
tranſport the ſoul with the harmony of 


Vol. II. i . ſounds 
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ſoudds—prejudice has affixed: Aa ſtigma 
to his name, and he is ranked with the 

mcaneſt of mankind: Pots: 
The art of acting is n inferior to 
the others, but it has, in every refined 
and. enlightened nation, been held in 
very high eſteem. The ſtage has been 
thought worthy of the immediate cogni- 
Zance and controul of every wiſe and po- 
 litie legiſlator, as upon it, in a great 
meaſure, the morals and civilization of a 
people depend. In ages of even leſs re- 
finement the effects of theatrical repre- 
ſentations upon the minds and manners 
of mankind, have been allowed to be 
great. But while the art of delineating 
the paſſions, of expreſſing with juſtneſe 
the natural movements and tranſitions of 
the human mind has been regarded with 
admiration, the artiſt has been branded 
with 
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with 1 ignominy, and treated with contempt. 
1s there the ſhadow of reaſon in this? 
Is it conſiſtent with common juſtice or 
with common ſenſe >..-Did I not think 
I might, with the majority of the world, 


ſubject myſelf to the accuſation of an 
oppoſite Prejudice, U would ſay, that the 
actor is equal to the painter, and little 


inferior to the poet. The painter ex- 


preſſes the copy of the human counte- 
nance- the actor delineates the Work- 


ings of the human mind. The former 


borrows from nature---the latter muſt be 
the model of human excellence, formed x 


35 by the haud of the Almighty Artificer 


himſelf. , The poet exhibits the ſubli- 
mity of genius---the actor feels and gives 


force. to its efforts by the powers of ut- 


terance and expreſſion. The latter muſt 


unite the ea of nature with the acquire- 
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ments of art. He muſt be capable of 
feeling the fire of the poet, the glowing 

conception of the painter, and muſt call 
in to his aid all the thrilling powers of 
faſcinating ſound. —He muſt poſſeſs the 
_ diſcriminating judgement of a critic, 

Joined to the poliſh of a Court. Yet, 
this man, by the ſuffrage of ignorance 
and prejudice, 1s to be precluded from 
Holding a place of reſpectability among 
the ranks of ſociety. The law terms 
him a vagabond, and contempt is his por- 

Bon. He, on whoſe tongue dwell the 
accents of harmony, and whoſe mind is 

the ſeat of ſentiment and taſte, he is ex- 
iled from the general reſpect by the ef- 
fects of laws and prejudices, which it is 
a diſgrace to a generous people ever to 
have formed. Shame on thoſe laws and 
thoſe prejudices that pee the exer- 
tion 
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tion of talent, or the cultivation of vir- 
tue! Let every man be valued in ſociety 
by his perſonal worth, nor let public 
d dium be longer affixed to any particular 
| deſcription of men that may wound their | 
feelings, or obſtruct the tide of genius 
in its courſe, So ſpeaks philanthropy— 
ſuch, I am certain, are the whiſpers of 
every humane and liberal mind, How- 
ever much the enthuſiaſm of a purſuit 
may raiſe us above the immediate reack 
of ungenerous reflection, yet there are 
times when the opinions even of the mob 
will diſcompoſe the feelings of the moſt 
determined reſolution.. Our ſelf. love, a 
paſſion univerſally prevalent, is flattered 
by reſpect, and the mind becomes more 
ambitious to reach the ſummit of excel- 
lence. When, on the contrary, it is de- 
prefſed by contumely, unaſpiring apa- 
55 WY - "ny; 
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thy unnerves and unſits it for every no- 
bler exertion. 

Pardon, my dear friend, the pedtitiey 
of my remarks—they flow from feeling, 
and therefore cannot be wholly. con- 
demned ; but indeed to your expanded 
and liberal heart, the motive that dic- 
tates them wilt prove their beft apology. 
The hope may be romantic, but J anti- 
cipate in idea that happy period of ele- 
gant refinement, when every prejudice 
ſhall ſubſide but thoſe of honour and 5 
er, oppoſed t to infamy and vice. | 
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| Jutta to SoPHIA. 


a April 29th, > 


— 


T T is paſt—the fatal yow is paſt, and I 
am now irrevocably doomed. to be 
' wretched for ever—This morning's ſun 
ſaw it performed, and every baleful pla- 
net ſhed its influence over us. I did not 
conceive the diſcovery of my retreat 
could be attended with ſuch dreadful 
conſequences, or I would have fled to 
| the extremities of the globe to have 
prevented them. It is in yain to repine 
_—the deed is done, and I now am Bol- | 
ton's—wife, —Heavens ! how I tremble 


At the name l- Am! indeed that wretch ? 
Ah! Sophia, too ſure too ſure it is 
S wa | 5 ME ; E 4 | N ſo— 
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fo—I ſee the fatal ances on my finger, 
and the recollection of a few paſt hours 
informs me, I am wedded and undone. 

T had flattered myſelf that the appa- 


rent joy my father had diſcovered upon 


finding the place of my retreat, was the 
effuſion of returning tenderneſs and af- 
fection. Upon that ſuppoſition, L eaſily 
conſented to accompanyhim home. Fa- 
tal compliance —Perſecutions, threats, 
and entreaties were renewed, till my 
ſenſes were loſt in ſullen inſenſibility.— 
In a ſtate of diſtraction I have permitted 
myſelf to be led to the altar—I have 
there pronounced the ſolemn vow- and 
1] am now rouſed to all the agonies of ir- 
remediable woe. Oh ſurely the great- 
eſt curſe attendant upon out weak, our 
. helpleſs ſex, is fo be united to a man 
whom our heart cannot approve. 
e Your 
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Yrs good mother meant all- for the 


beſt by her kind interpoſition and advice, 


but ſhe will now be convinced how 
much ſhe was deceived. By her own 
benevolent ' diſpoſition, ſhe judged of 


thoſe from whoſe tyranny I fled—ſhe 


will lament her miſtake, but tell her I 
forgive her—tell her what a wretch I am. 
—what a wretch indeed !---Oh God! 


what have I done to merit ſuch a fate! 
But I will endeavour to be calm—this 


earthly tie will ſoon be cancelled, and. 
my. heart be abſolved of vows to which it 


never could affent. 


Weak girl that I was in ſpite of 


reaſon I had dared to form a romantic 


ſcene of happineſs, which I knew could 


never be realized. This heart aſpired to 


unite- itſelf to one, who of all mankind 


was perhaps the only one that could 


E . have 
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have made it bleſt—It was weak and in- 
confiderate. There were obſtacles, in- 
ſurmountable ones—thoſe I knew, yet 
ſtill purſued the pleaſing illuſion, till I 
wake in horror, and live only to deſpair. 
Oh! Sophia, beware how you encou- 
rage a hope; however innocent, which 
reaſon does not immediately approve.— 
Our hearts, naturally tender, become 
| ſoftened. by the faſcinating charm, and 
we calmly glide down the ſtream; nor 
Perceive, till too late, the fatal rocks 
and ſhoals Which lurk beneath for our 
deſtruction. Po lt 
The ſun has ene upon my * 
rows, and the minutes ſpeed. on in un- 
feeling ſucceſſion. In a few ſhort, hours 
Oh ſave me ſhield me from the 
thought ;---Would to heaven could nos 
be ſnatched from life, with the rapidity 
5 „ 9 55 et 
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of lightening -I will not be---I am 
doomed a little longer to mark the te- 
dious hours by my fighs, and then this 
heart ſhall burſt its narrow limits, and 
ſoar to that happy region, where conju- 
: gal infelicity, and ee tyranny Hall 
no longer exiſt, 


* 


" LETTER MC 


HORTON fo JERNINGHAM. 

1 | May 10. 
"aha my dear friend, hs neceſ- 
ſity that carries you to France---I 

fear I am not acquainted with all the cir- 
| cumſtanees, that have produced ſo ſud- 
den a reſolution. Why will you deny 
C me 
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me the privilege of at leaſt participating 
in your diſtreſſes ?:. but I am ſenſible of 
the delicacy that with-held their diſclo- 
ſure, and every feeling of your generous 
heart at the painful moment of reſtraint, 
now vibrates in mine. But, my dear 
friend, was it not a falſe delicacy Is 
there a circumſtance of my life, that I 
have not communicated to you? Is there 
a fecling of my heart, an affection of 
my mind, which I have not repoſed in 
vour friendly boſom ? But I had forgot 
---you are a philoſopher---you can feel 
1 for the weakneſſes of human nature, un- 
tainted by their influence yourſelf. 

As I am ſtill wavering in my ſchemes, 
your departure from England will be 
productive of great inconvenience and 
diſtreſs. How ſhall I be enabled, de- 
prived of ""_ 2 to carry on my 

correſ- 
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correſpondence with Matilda ?---How 
ſhall 1 be enabled to conduct myſelf, 
deprived of your advice? That I hope 
I ſhall till enjoy, though dictated in the 
happy regions of France. Your reſolution 
of going thither has ſuggeſted a ſcheme 
which I will not now communicate, 
but which I hope 1 ſhall be able to exe- 
cute before your departure from Britain. 
I am ſurprized 1 have not lately had 
a letter from Matilda—tbis tedious ab- 
ſence is inſupportable. If I am not 
ſoon deſtined to be united to her for ever 
I muſt ceaſe to exiſt. I know not what 
to think - at one time Lam elevated by 
| hope, at another I am overwhelmed by 
depreſſing fears. Would to. heaven my 
fate were determined! 1 
The lady whom I mentioned to you, 
is liberal of her kindneſs,-Her intereſt at 
3 | : preſent 
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' preſent unfortunately happens to be in 
oppoſition to government,. or it would, 
ere this time, have been exerted in my 
favour. Her regret is expreſſed in 
terms of ſincerity, and every circum- 
ſtance of her conduct, convinces me 
how much it is her wiſh to oblige.--- 
Her generoſity, I fear, i is miſapplied—- 
there ſeems a fatality hanging over 
me, more than ſufficient. to counteract 
.the exertions of the mo ardent bene- > 
volence. „ 


_— 
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LETTER -XIV. 


5 The 8 AME to the SAME: 5 


"HERE is a myſtery contained | in 
. Four, letter which 1 cannot deve- 


lope. —IWhy + ſhould 1 not return to Eng- 
land? ay 77 ſhall meet with nothing 


« © there,” : you ſay, e to repay the trou- 


C ble of the j journey. Alt is true, my 
| dear friend, you will. have left it—that 
iin 80 


Will be matter of ſincere regret—but 
does not Matilda remain *—Sometimes 
to ſee her; to have the happineſs of 
converſing with her, will in ſome mea- 
ſure compenſate for your abſence—nor 
ſhall 1: then be exiled both from the em- 


4 . brace 


35. 
4 3 , 
=] N 7 

* 


88 THE SORROWS or THE HEART, 


* 


brace of friendſhip, and the ſofter en- 
dearments of love. Vou ſay, © 

* hope I have not al this while "ch 
66 deceiving myſelf.” — What can that 
mean? How deceiving myſelf ?——Life 
itſelf. is an illuſion, but I have endea- 
voured to ſubſtantiate it by the poſſeſſion 
of its only charm ;---that. alone exiſts 
in the affections of ſenſe, beauty and 
virtue. Vou cannot mean that F am 


deceived in that! Ohl. no, my friend 
I feel my happineſs there too ſenfibly to 

doubt it for a moment. — There are, it 
15 true,. a a thouſand obſtacles, a thouſand 
adverſe circumſtances which hourly ſtart 
to view, that at one time 1 did not feel 


or anticipate—but I have reſolution to. 


encounter them. all, and doubt not but 


5 virtuous perſeverance will not go uore- 
warded. | 


Your 
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Your letter has determined mel ſhall 
poſitively return to England—I have 
imparted my reſolution. to my amiable 
patroneſs, who does not difapprove of 
it—Her intereſt may as effectually ſerve 
me in London as here, and her friend» 
ſhip at leaſt will accompany me where- 
ever I may go.—I am overpowered by 
this lady's generofity,-She has made 
me ſome preſents of value, and loaded 
me with kindneſſes.— There are ſome 
people here from whom I ſhall part with 
regret —From a few I have received 
profeffions of the moſt ardent friendſhip 
from many, very flattering marks of 
' hoſpitality. and regard.—1 thall leave this 


kingdom itnpreſſed with ſentiments of 


gratitude and refpet, | 
I informed the lady of the melancholy 


During of the poor ſoldier, my pen- 
ſioner. 
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fioner. She has generouſly offered to 
continue the ſame allowance to him for 
life, and has befides aſſigned him a ha- 
bitation on her own eſtate. Such noble 
generoſity is ſufficient to conciliate the 
admiration of a cynic! Such exalted 
benevolence is powerful enough to con- 
vince the moſt. hardened ſceptic of the 
eee of virtue! 

To- morrow. I ſhall take 1 of my 
eee friend, and in three days at 
fartheſt ſhall bid adieu to this Kingdom. 
Let me entreat, if it is not very incon- 
ſiſtent, with your plans, that you will 
delay your. departure from London till 
I reach it. I ſhould be much pleaſed to 
return by ., that I might once 
more ſee the e | Julia. 1: feel an 
intereſt in her welfare which, occaſions 
me much unhappineſs. Her: relations, : 
how- 
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however, would I fear, put conſtructi- 


ons upon my return thither, which 
might be the ſource to her of future 


uneaſineſs.— Sweet Julia! from her fate 


we may ſee how ſmall the claim, in 
this world, of the brighteſt virtues of 
| humanity, to the reward of f happineſs 
and We 


6 
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Bm my Kian, why would you 


ks leave me in this forlorn, in this 
dreadful ſituation . Why would you 


not nn and by your friendly conſo- 


lation, n 
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lation, ſoften the fury of 'the blow — 
it has ſtunned, it has overwhelmed, it 


has deſtroyed me.— Matilda falſe!— 


Heavens! it cannot be. — Vou are de- 


ceived, my friend. — Matilda become 
infamous! — Oh! it is impoſfible—or 


if ſo, virtue does not exiſt on earth. 
The moment of my arrival, I flew 

upon the wings of impatient friendſhip 

to your houſe—You- were gone, but 


had left a letter for me—1I opened it, 
and was blaſted by the baleful contents. 
— Had you been near me, my friend, 


I ſhould have wreaked my fury upon 


you, My ſenſes ſoon forſook me, and 


J ſunk down in enviable inſenfibility,— 
They tell me I. have been four days in 


1 town, b ut * have 0 recollection —F ood 


has not paſſed my. lips theſe three days, 
and fleep has entirely forſaken me.--l 
TE — am 
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am agitated, tormented, diſtracted.— In 
my delirium, I am told, I wrote a note 
to Matilda, which it ſeems ſhe has hi- 
therto treated with filent contempt.— 
Mighty God! what is woman If thus 
they can, without a pang, trample gra- 
titude, honour and virtue itſelf under 
foot, they owe their appearance of it to 
the prejudice of education alone, and 
wear it to entrap and to deſtroy. 

Oh, my friend, this blow was reſerved 
for the completion of my woes— there 
wanted but this to make me the moſt 


wretched of men.---It 1 is well---it is well 


---I can ſmile upon the rack, and bid 
defiance to pain.---What do 1 ſay ?---Oh 
no---my brain burns, my ſenſes fail me, 
and I relapſe.---If'I ſurvive. this, it is 
not in the power of calamity” to break 
Aa heart ſo hardened - as mine.—Adieu, 

is my - 
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my friend! my pen drops from my 
hand, my fight is obſcured, and my 
boſom ſwells with a pang too keen to be 
expreſſed. 


LETTER VI 


The Sans to the Sos, 


- oh f 2 Faire 10th . 
AM not that 3 wretch you take 


me for---I have reſolution---I will 


ſhew you. that I have, and it ſhall now 
be exerted.---I ſhall take a ſolemn leave 


of Matilda for ever. will convince 


her, that when beauty is ſeparated from 
virtue, it loſes its every charm.---I have 


not the courage to ſee her, but I ſhall write 


to 


1 


to her.---I will not upbraid her- -Her 
own feelings will do that, I fear, too 
ſeverely, for ſhe cannot yet have become 


ſations of remorſe. 
Good God! can it be poſſible that Ma- 
| rilda is no longer the votary of virtue! 
It appears like a dream to me, and 1 only 
feel my exiſtence in the conſciouſneſs 
that my peace of mind is ſhipwrecked 
for ever. LON 


LET- 
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ſo callous as to have 7 all ſen- ; 
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4 7 


LETTER xvII. 
The Sau to the SAME. 
June I _— 


HAVE written to Matilda.---It Was 
a painful effort, but my honour re- 
quires that my heart ſhould be diſunited 
from an aſſociate of infamy.---Though 
my boſom ſwelled with reſentment, yet I 
could not---no, my friend---I could not 
find words to reproach her.---Our affec- 
tions are not to be removed at pleaſure- 
it is only time and reflection that can 
ſhake the ſuperſtructure, the foundation 
of which is laid deep in the heart. 
Alas! neither can reſtore to me that 
tranquillity of which 1 am ſo diſgrace 

5 oh fully 
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fully robbed. Had ſhe fallen a vic- 
tim to the artifices of a villain---had only 
one weak moment betrayed her into vice, 
I could have forgiven her---I could ſtill 
have taken her to my arms, and loved 
the virtue that was left. But, Heavens! 
to fink at once the moſt abandoned of 
her ſex - -To ſubmit to---nay to glory 
in the infamy of her ſituation !---It ſur- 
_ paſſes-eredibility---It argues a depravity 
of mind, which I had thought beneath 
the lot even of frail mortality. 
Do have endeavoured to rouze her to a 
ſenſe of her guilt---I fear it is in vain. 
When a woman has once overleaped 
the boundaries of virtue, ſhe too gene- 
rally hurries on to the extremities of 
vice. If,” I have ſaid to her, 9 
< amidſt all the thoughtleſs gaiety of 
« pleaſure, you ſhould perchance have 
Vor. 11. FV 
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one ſerious moment of reflection „your 
c heart muſt tell you that vou have 
© treated me unworthily.---You carry in 
* your own breaſt the conviction of my 
* wrongs, which one day 1 fear may 
el flaſh upon your ſoul, when you may 
ce be ill able to ſuſtain the preſſure.“ 
Such, ſuch ere long may be the caſe; 

when youth, health, and beauty are fled 
Land they ſoon forſake the votaries of 
pleaſure---when poverty, and contempt 
become her portion, I doubt'the remem- 
brance of my wrongs will point the 
barbed arrow of remorſe, and ſtrike the 
keeneſt pang to her deſponding ſoul.--- 
Oh that] could fave her from that try- 
ing hour!---that- ſhe would yer liſten to 
the voice of reaſon and of virtue .it 
will not-be---the eagerly graſps at the 


roſe of pleaſute, while crimſoned with 
n . = the 


U 
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the dews of the morning, nor perceives. 
that it is faſt withering, and that its 
thorns-only will remain. 


LE TTER XVIII. 
"Tha Sano: thn: Barns, > 


June 27th. 


ou cannot ſurely mean it l- 
What! that parents ſhould exiſt 
by the infamy of their child! Mon- 
: ſtrous!---Incredible!---What a diſgrace 
toa civilized people, that ſuch: wretches 
are not baniſhed from the confines. of 
ſociety From what 1 myſelf now know 
of the characters of the parents of Ma- 
Aae I can eaſily ſuppoſe them capable i: 
| | "'E ©: - " "7 
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of the utmoſt extenſion of yillainy---but 
this is ſomething ſo ſhocking, ſo abhor- 
rent to every principle of nature, that 
it ſurpaſſes. conception.----That they 
ſhould be acceſſary to the ruin of their 


= daughter !---that they ſhould receive the 


wages of her fins !---My foul is chilled 
with horror at the thought. In the con- 
templation of their infamy and guilt, her 
errors are forgotten. Perhaps, unhap- 
py girl! ſhe was compelled to embrace a 
fituation which her ſoul abhors---per- 
haps her heart now yearns to return to 
the paths of virtue---Ah! how gladly 
would mine plead in palliation of her 
guilt!--Ar i is a vain trouble- The gates 
of merey are never ſhut-againſt the tears 
of a repentant ſinner, and the errors of 
youth may cafily be atoned for by the 
future expiations of returning fincerity--- 
| But 


EW 
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But virtue and Matilda are, I fear, for 
ever ſeparated. Vice, from education 
and habit, is become with her an innate 
principle, and the progreſs of years will 
only add to the catalogue of her crimes. 
Duplicity ſhe inherits from her father, 
and the is indeed a moſt accompliſhed 
adept in the art. Oh! how much in- 
a deed have, I been deceived by her !--- 
While I fondly thought that I was baſk- 
ing in the ſunſhine of virtuous love, I 

was cheriſhing infamy, and courting 

diſhonour.—If thus, under the enticing - 
form of beauty, innocence, and virtue, 
all the vices that diſgrace humanity are 
permitted to be cloaked, what ſecurity 


| ; have. we againſt the artful blandiſhments 


of vicious inclination, or the ſtill more 
; deftruive artifices of deceit! 


— 
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LETTER, XIX. 


The Sams to the Sams. 


\ 
Jug 4b. 
'Y boaſted Neſckütion 18 fled—1 


have ſeen Matilda, and am as 


5 ml as ever the ſlave of her charms. 
Every unfavourable idea vaniſhed at the 
fight of her, and thoſe only remained 

which her preſence had been accuſtomed 

| to create. I met her in the park three 


evenings ago, accompanied by the very | 


nobleman who is the author of her diſ- 
honour. . Every trace of virtue is not 
yet baniſhed from her mind---ſhe ſtarted 


at the fight of 'me---ſhe trembled---ſhe 


| grew pale-—and 1 the moſt evi- 


dent 


dent ſymptoms of violent agitation. 1 
know not how 1 conducted myſelf 1 
was inſenfible to every thing---ſhe haſ- 
tily retired, tottering as ſhe went, and 
bending her eyes upon me till ſhe reached 

the gate of the park—there Was an ex- 

preſſion of ſorrow and contrition in them 


that pervaded my ſoul. I remained for 


ſome minutes in a ſtate of inſenſibility, 
and upon my awaking from my reverie 
was overwhelmed with confuſion to find 


that I had been obſerved by all the com- 


pany in the walk. I retreated in violent 
diſorder, and have ever fince been a 
ſtranger to reſt. I find, my friend, in 


ſpite of all my conſideration, all the ſe- 
3 verity of my reflections, that this attach- 


ment cannot be ſhaken from my heart. 


While it beats, it muſt beat for her. | 


E 1 good God! am ] fo depraved as to 
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be in love with vice, and enamoured of 


.diſhonour ! It is full time indeed I had 
cCeaſed to live. When J endeavour to 
vindicate to my own heart the ſhameleſs 
violation of every ſacred tie of honour 
and virtue, I become a party in the in- 
famy, and unworthy to be called your 


friend.” Yet ſuch I now am—ſuch a 


wretch—ſuch a deſpicable wretch am | 


become, that I could even yet forget al! 
the paſt, and take her—Oh! my friend, 
fave me, ſave me from the thought—I 


think 1 could not live without honour— 
but bereft of Matilda, it is impoffible I 
ſhould live. My mind is in that ſtate 
of diſtraction which unfits it for every 


purſuit.— I have not even availed myſelf 5 


of the recommendations of my noble pa- 


troneſs in Ireland. ---Her letters remain 


undelivered and neglected-· cannot 


help 


5 
f 
*# 
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qu 


help 1 am without kops—without 
ambition—and- there is but one proſpect 
which affords the ſhadow of conſola- 
tion—that, I truſt, will ſoon be cloſed, 

and I ſhall then fink down in peaceful 
oblivion ! - 
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LETTER XS. 
The Sams to the Saur. 
Tub 20th, 


THANK you, my ms for your 
- falutary counſel---I think I ſhall obey 
it, becauſe it perfectly accords with my 
own inclination;---I'have long entertain» 
ed the wiſh of viſiting, France, and am 
Goubly: pleaſed it is, to be gratified. oy 
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| ſociety of | | friendſhip.---Lw 11h too to leave 
a country where miſery has been, and 


Promiſes to be my only portion. The 


charming vivacity of the French may in 

ſome meaſure overcome the languor that 
oppreſſes me, and I may yet feel a ſatis- 
faction in the pleaſing offices of ſociety. 


Ah! what pains do I take to deceive my- 


ſelf! J feel a ſomething within which 


tells me deſolation is ſeated there, and I 
labour in vain to eſtabliſh an artificial 
caſe. Matilda, Matilda, is Kill upper- 


moſt in my mind, and every thought 
| that riſes there is loaded with her guilt, 
| —T have not ſeen her again—God for- 
bid 1 ſhould !---the pangs a fight of her 
| occafions me, are perhaps not more than 
once to be endured. a 


I ſhould bluſh to acknowledge, even 
to vou, the feminine irreſolution of my 
POE. mind. 
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+ * 4 E..' | "hy | | 
mind---the decifions of the preſent mo- 
| ment are overturned by the determinati- 


ons of the next.---I am unſettled, wa- 
vering, and wretched.s--Every hour pre- 
ſents images to view, that gall me with 


the horrors of painful recollection. Let 
me fly then from this place, let me fly 


from myſelf, and in the embrace of 
friendſhip forget for a moment that 1 
am irredeemably loſt, In a few days 1 
| ſhall be with you---T. ſhall leave the 
Engliſh ſhore without a wiſh to viſit it 


again, and the gale that blows me to 


France, will T hope be waſting me to 


my grave. 


AGREEABLE to his intention, 


my friend ſoon joined me at Rouen, the 
„„ capital 
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"Capital of Normandy. After the num» 
berleſs diſtreſſes he had encountered, I 
felt a ſincere ſatisfaction in ſeeing him 
again. My joy was damped, however, 
by the ſtriking alteration in his manners 
and appearance. Though he had never 
been diſtinguiſhed for vivacity, yet he 
| had ever been chearful, -and the native 
purity and openneſs of his heart diffuſed 
a glow of. benignity over his counte- 
nance, that communicated its influence 
to the breaſt of every beholder.---Now, 
he was pale, ſorrowful, and emaciated. 
The blaſts of adverſity had imprinted 
their ravages in the moſt indelible cha- 
racers, and his mind ſeemed the fixed 
abode of deſolation and deſpair. He 
was abſent, melancholy and dejected 
I endeavoured in vain to wean him from 


the indulgence of glogmy reflection. 
„Ale 


The charming condeſcenſion and inde- 
fatigable aſſiduities of the natives --the 
varied amuſements of that elegant capi- 


tal, were fruitleſsly applied. Though 


for a time his politeneſs might huſh the 
painful workings. of his mind, and 
brighten up his features with the tranſi- 
ent gleam of momentary ſatisfaction, 
yet they were again ſpeedily overcaſt 
with the deepeſt ſhadowings of internal 


diſquietude. A few days convinced me 
how vain was the attempt, by reaſon or 
remonſtrance, to conquer the fatal diſ- 


eaſe that thus preyed upon his ſpirits. I 
ſuffered him to abandon himſelf entirely 


to his grief, nor once again preſumed to 
offer one ſoothing accent of condolenee. 


He ſeemed gratified by this conduct, 
which. convinced me of its propriety.— 


He totally deſerted company, uſed to 


0 


ſpend 
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| ſpend the greateſt part of his time alone, 
and ſeemed pleaſed when even I left him | 


to the ſolitary enjoyment of his ſorrows. | 
He would walk forth in the morning, 
and perambulate the adjacent country, 


till the ſetting ſun reminded him it was 


time to return. He would enter into 


friendly converſe with the poor cotta- 


gers, and ſeemed beſt pleaſed in con- 
templating ſcenes of miſery and diſtreſs. 


His mind became at length poſſeſſed by 

a leſs varied depreſſion, and his ſenſes 
vVvere mote. ſettled and compoſed,---It 
was then I ventured to aſk what plans 


he propoſed in future to purſue. He 
told me, that he had now conquered 2 
paſſion which had been ſo fatal to his 


repoſe, and meant entirely to devote his 
mind to the flattering projects of ambi- 
tion. I faw too plainly how much he 


Was 
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was deceived, but I wiſhed to encourage 
him in the only idea that promiſed to 
lead him to compoſure. After remain- 
7 ing with me ſomething better than three 
months, he declared his intention of re- 
turning immediately to England. He 


ſaid, that he had recommendations from 
the lady who befriended him in Ireland, 


which would infallibly place him in 
eaſe and independence; or at leaſt they 
would be powerful ſupports in the pro- 


ſecution of the profeſſion he had al- 
ready embraced. As I ſtill had my 
doubts with reſpect to tbe ſituation of 
his heart, 1 endeavoured to perſuade him 


to a ſhort delay. Arguments and en- 
treaties were vain.- After he had once 
formed the reſolution of departing, he 


was impatient to be gone. Circum- 


ſtances of an indiſpenſable nature were 
ON F for 
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for ſome time longer to detain me in 
France, and when I had accompanied 
him as far as Dieppe, from whence he 
embarked for Brighthelmſtone, and af. 
tter receiving his aſſurances of a regular ; 
continuance of his Tharp I took 
2 melancholy leave. | 


„ XXI. 


— 


Honron to Iaaniren an. 5 


November 7 


NCE again am 1 placed in the 
midſt of this vaſt metropolis ;--- 
once more do 1 reviſit the buſy haunts 
of men. When 1 view the numbers 
chat throng the ſtreets of this wonderful 


city, 
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city, all eagerly engaged in the proſe 
cution of ſome favourite purſuit, 1 look 
round me with aſtoniſhment and envy.--1 
Why cannot I employ my mind in the 
lame happy way? for the human mind 
never is ſo happy, as in the acquirement 
of ſome fancied gratification, however 
inſignificant. It is of little conſequence 

how it is buſied, if the object it has in 
view can wholly occupy and amuſe it. 
My life has been hitherto ſpent without 
benefit to myſelf or to ſociety. The fa- 
culties of my mind have been benumbed 
by the prevalence of deſtructive paſſion, 


and my time has paſſed away unnoticed 


and unimproved. The years that are 
fled appear like one continued blank, 
except where they are thickly daſtied by 
the blots of crooked adverſity. Oh, yes, 

* friend, J had forgot there are 
| ſome 
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ſome few hours that ſhould be placed on 
the ſide of grateful delight'; but thoſe 
-=-thoſe are paſt, never more to return, 
Ah Matilda ! Matilda! But I will not 
renew that weakneſs which I have now 
ſo much cauſe to condemn. I am calm 
again, and can look around me with ſa- 
tis faction and tranquility. I long to be- | 
| come an agent in the buſy ſcenes of life, 
nor longer view them at a diſtance with 
unfeeling indifference. I ſhall atone for 
the time which I have fo ſhamefully 
waſted. My mind is now equal to any 
thing, and is eager to be engaged in ſome 
_ uſeful purſuit.---I believe I ſhall once 
more enroll myſelf the ſervant of the 
public. The perſevering attention ne- 
i ceffary in the profeſſion of the ſtage, 
will beft ſuit with the activity and in- 


Rm vigour of my mind few days 
| „ hall 
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ſhall determine me.---One thing is alrea- 
dy determined---to court for the future 
the only miſtreſs that ought to animate 


the wiſhes. of ſenſe and diſcernment, 
Fame. The noble flame of ambition 


keeps the mind upon its bent, nor per- 
mits it to yield to the influence of every 
trivial impreſſion. Expect to hear that 
I am. fitting myſelf for the liſts of ho- 
nourable reputation; expect to hear that 


Tam jeg inthe "—_ of . 


In e wichy your alive; I "EN 


taken poſſeſſion of your apartments. 1 


find them pleaſant and commodious.—T 
am now ſurrounded with books, and my 


reliſh for them is perfectly reſtored. I 
become every day more and more 


convinced- of the fatal effects of un- 
guarded paſſion. Let the object be ever 
= : 
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ſo pure, ever ſo perfect, and worthy a- 
doration, it creates an unambitious lan- 
guor in the mind, deſtructive of all its 
nobleſt propenſities. The more I reaſon | 

thus, the greater is my compoſure, and 
at times I could almoſt imagine myſelf 
happy—Happy !—ah! how has that 
word eſcaped me it awakens ideas that 
convinee me of its futility. T am not 
happy—far, far from it. The utmoſt I 
can do, is to endeavour to be calm—that 
I can only accompliſh by being re- 
flecion Adieu. | f 


A ; 
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LETTER XXII. 
Joris to SorhlA. 


3 November 20th. 


Thank you, my Sophia, for your 
kind enquiries, but your wiſhes for 

my happineſs are vain. Peace has ſpread 
its downy wings, and flown far, far from 


this wretched boſom. You upbrajd me 


for not writing to you—alas ! my So- 


phia, what have I to ſay, but to tell you 


that I ary, miſerable !—Wedded to the 


man whom, my heart could not approve, | 


every day is but a repetition of the pain- 
ful languor of the former; and the proſ- 


pet before me. cannot preſent a hope 
' that is connected with tranquillity. My 
ſpirits are entirely broken, and my heart 
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is burſting with the agonies of deſpair, 
My only conſolation is, that they are faſt 
undermining my conſtitution, and that 
I ſhall ſoon be numbered with the filent 
dead. A diſorder has, for ſome months, 
preyed upon me, which has at length 
ſettled into a confirmed ct pad de- 
Cline. Oy 

Ever fince the fatal dy on which our 
fates were united, Mr. Bolton has uſed 
every effort to diſpel the gloom and me- 
lunchaly of my mind. His attentions 
and kindneſſes only tend to overwhelm 
me with diſtreſs I am too conſcious how] 
little I deſerve them, nor ch form the 
wiſh of deſerving them more. To you, 
my deareſt friend, I will not ſ >ruple to 
declare, that my heart is irrevocably de- 
voted to another—nor can I for one mo- 


ment recall it from the object of its 
pains. 


3 
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pains. Think! —oh think, on the hor- 


rors of my ſtate ! Condemned to the em- 
braces of the man I hate—exiled for 
ever from the ſociety of the man I love. 


From my example, let no woman, how- 


ever urgent the circumſtances of her 
caſe, beſtow her hand where her heart 
is wanting—ſhe knows not half the an- 


guiſb, half the torments that await her. 
For the man, who, forewarned, can ob- 


ſtinately court his fate, he merits all the 


unhappineſs, all the ann, Which can 


attend him. 


I am ſurrounded by he trappings of 


_ equipage ; and all that luxurious magni» 
— ficence can yield, is laviſhed upon me.— 


Ah! how little can they impart to ſooth 


the agitation. of the dejected mind !— 
how little conducive is wealth to the pro- 


duction of real happineſs It is too ge- 


 nerally 
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nerally, I. fear, the gaudy covering of 
woe, while peace and content are the 
ſole inheritance of induſtry and toil.— 
How -bleft could 1 have been, in the 
humbleſt ſituation in life, had his heart, 

whoſe image now lives in every fibre of 
mine, beat in uniſon with its feelings! 
That was defigned as the portion of ſome 
happier maid—may they both be hap- 
py and may the innocent delights, of 
which I am untimely robbed, be added 
to the ſtore, I hope inexhauſlible, of 
their felicity ! 

Think not, while I talk vs, that I 
am unconſcious of what I owe to the ho- 
nour of my huſband and myſelf—to him, 
indeed, I owe nothing—he received my 


| - hand upon compulſion, and that conipul- 


fion abſolves me of every tie.— But 
wy 021 Honour will ever be a ſufficient 


„ ſecurity 
4 A 
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cecuxity for the preſervation of his — 
Were it poſſible that one crime idea 
ſhould ever enter this boſom, m my ſoul 
would burſt indignant from the rack of 
life, and ſpurn from her with contempt, 
the vile harbinger of diſhonour. No, 
my Sophia, I am fully conſcious of the 

unſullied purity, of my heart it never 
harboured a thought which modeſty 
would bluſh to reveal,---If to love with 
the warmeſt, the pureſt, the tendereſt 
affection if this be a crime, I am cri- 
minal indeed -if this be a violation of 
virtue, I am faſt paying the torfcit of my 
guilt. But ſurely it cannot be---this 
firſt, this brighteſt, this moſt ardent of 
| paſſions was not implanted 1 in our hearts, 
to deceive and to deſtroy !—Oh ! no 
far other were the ends for which it was 
allotted us.—It was meant as our chief 
von l. %%% 


S:; 
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ſource of felicity—as the only ſolace of | 
our woes; but the pernicious maxim 
of intereſt, and the deſtructive prejudices 
of mankind, pervert it from its courſe, 
| and turn it into the ſeourge and the tor- 
ment of ſenſibility. Such, ſuch at leaſt 
has it been to me, and ſuch muſt it con- 
tinue to be, till this heart ſhall ceaſe to 
beat. VVV 
It is recommended to me by my phy- 
ſicians, to repair to the capital for the 
benefit of farther advice the diſeaſe 
that now preys upon me baffles all their 


art—their {kill is fruitleflly applied—l 


feel the ſlow and filent approaches of 
diſſolution creeping through every vein. 
Mr. Bolton infiſts upon my going to 
London, and I paſſively comply.—l am 
indifferent to every thing-and the cer- 

| | . tam 
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rain proſpect of . is the 20 conſo- 
lation that animates my languid heart. 


Something tells me, my deareſt So- 


phia, chat we ſhall meet no more. — The 
tender anxieties, the delightful endear- 
ments of diſintereſted friendſhip wall 


ſoon be at an end, and our hearts will be 
diſunited by the pleaſing pangs of my 
ſpeedy diſſolution. But yet ſhall we not 


exiſt in a happier ſtate ?—Oh yes—if 


the ſoul is hereafter conſcious of the af- 


fections which warmed it here, we ſhall 


meet never more to be ſeparated, where 


we fhall join in the ſociety of every kind- 


red ſpirit, unſhackled by the mean and 


groveling paſſions of mortality.— Oh! 
my dear friend, my heart beunds with 
tranſport at the thought it will then be 
our duly to indulge in every rapturous 
exceſs of love, and I ſhall be permitted, 
» WW 8 | without 
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without controul, to acknowledge the 
yon for whoſe ſake I die. 

T1 hope, however, that there are many 
years of happineſs in this world in ſtore 
for my Sophia! It would be an injury to 

ſociety to wiſh it deprived of her vir- 
tues, till the maturity of years ſhall. put 
a finiſh to their date.---But oh! remem- 
ber me, and profit by my example— 
Let no earthly conſideration tempt you 
to do violence to the feelings of your 
heart—a life of pain, of horror, and 
ö remorſe will enſue. | 

Adieu! thou ſweet companion of my 
SR years—thou kindlieſt ſoother of 
my woes! The pang which your gene- 

rous heart now feels for the ſufferings of 
your friend, will ſoon be at an end, and 
then I hope its every fibre will be attuned 
.to felicity alone—ſo prays your —_ 
ſuch 
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ſuch will be the laſt wiſh that ſhall ani- 
mate her  heart,—Adieu—adieu---my 


ſpirits are exhauſted, and. I can add 
no more. 


r 


| HorTox to JERNINGHAM... 


7 
5 
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„ mn New ember zeth, 


Ie lately, "oy accident, learnt 


the character of this nobleman 


Abele infamous arts have been the ſe- 


duction of the unfortunate Matilda 
His name is Lord B. a man formed ſor 
the ruin of the ſex: He is near his for- 


tieth year, but an elegant perſon, a band- 


ſome countenance, and a high flow of 
| = ot ſpirits, 
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ſpirits, lend him all the air and gaiety of 
youth.---Added to theſe, his rank and 
fortune give him advantages, which few 
women have the reſolution to withſtand. 
His addreſs, I am told, is of the moſt 
infinuating nature, and has been inva- 
riably exerted to ruin and deſtroy. Such 
is the man, whoſe rank has dazzled, and 
whoſe attentions have captivated the un- 
ſuſpecting heart of the inconfiderate 
Matilda.---A ſtranger to the feelings of 
gratitude and honour, when his infamous 
defigns are once accompliſhed, zue can 
abandon, without remorſe, the unhappy: 
victim of his licentious deſires, to all the 
horrors of deſpair. Such a character as 
this, is the profeſſed. enemy of all that 
is good and virtuous, and ſhould be 
| hunted from ſociety as its moſt deadly 
7 and. 8 not Aer to be the inſtru- 
ment! 
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ment !---I !---whoſe peace of mind is 


for ever ſhipwrecked by the baleful 
; triumph of his villainy---I ſurely ought 
it ĩs a duty which 1 owe to the world--- 
to myſelf---why did not the idea ftrike 
me before? It inflames me with ardour--- 
and I ſhall have the heart-felt ſatisfac- 
tion of ſtanding forth as the champion of 


injured virtue. But yet the warm co- 


louring which Matilda gave his charac- 
ter the correſpondence- — all inſpire 


doubts of my having been the —— | 


dupe of hypocriſy. 


_ Good God! that the filly 4 of 
the fair ſex, ſhould ſo eaſily miſlead their 


judgement !. dazaled by the empty glare 
of title, their boſoms ſwell with the vain 
tumults of ambition, and they ſacrifice 


to the momentary indulgence of vanity, 
the laſting delights of ſelfapproving 
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conſcience.---Ab! Matilda ! where were 


the dictates of that ſentiment which en- 
lightened your ſpotleſs boſom !---Where 
were the feelings of that honour conge- 


nial with the native purity of your heart! 


__ =--halled by the ſhort, but powerful pre- 


valence of deceitful vanity, they will 


revive to be your torment and your curſe. 
LETTER XXIV, 


The Sans to the Saran, Te 


n * 


December 11th, 


FIROVIDENCE. ſtin holds the ba- 


© lance of juſtice, nor is vice always 


ſuffered to triumph with impunity---The 


father of Matilda is dead, and in cir- 


- cumſtances 
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cumſtances which diſarm me of reſent- 
ment, and awaken my compaſſion.---She 
has for ſome time detached herſelf from 
her parents, and is become the conſtant 
| companion of the nobleman whoſe vil- 
lainy had robbed her of her virtue. The 
father, upon finding that his artifices 
upon the honeſt and unſuſpecting were 
no longer to be played off with ſucceſs, 
out of deſpair flew to the reſource of in- 


toxication, which has ſoon put a period 


to his days. He died unpitied and un- 


lamented. The mother, I preſume, {till 


remains the penſioner of the diſhonour 
of her child. 


How clearly does the juſtice of that 


| Being ſhine forth, who watches over all 


our actions, and who, as an example to man- 


kind, ſometimes ſuffers puniſhment, even 
in this world, to overtake the votaries of 
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vice ! This wretched family exhibits a 


ſtriking proof—The father, who, devoid 


of every ſhadow of principle and integri- 
ty, by means of a ſpecious plaufibility, 
impoſed himſelf upon the world as a 
character of honeſty and worth, has 
been detected, and left to finiſh his days 
in wretchedneſs and contempt. The 
mother, whoſe character was deeply 


tainted by pride, cunning, and ingrati- 


tude, 15 nowW become the dependant "a. 


precarious benevolence ; and the daugh- 
ter, who could aſſume all the faſcinating. 
charms of innocence and virtue, has for- 


feited every claim to the reality. I ſhud- 


der to think that a fate equally miſera- 
ble with that of her father may not be 
far from overtaking her. The charac- 
ter of her paramour can afford no laſting 
hope of the continuance of ſplendor ; 

and 
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and then, when deſerted by him, how 
dreadful muſt be her fituation ! Aban- 
doned to poverty and deſpair, ſhe may 
yet fink deeper in the maze of guilty en- 


joyment, and neceſſity may point to a 


prolongation | of that path, which the 
dictates of returning virtue would other- 
wiſe prompt her to relinquiſh. How 
many inſtances confirm the juſtice of 


this apprehenſion ! A woman may com- 
mit one ſad error from exceſs of feeling 


and ſenſibility, yet the amiable qualities 


of her heart may ftill be untainted, and 
her reliſh for the charms of virtue may 


remain undiminiſhed. But when cruel 


neceſſity, or vicious inclination leads her 


ane ſtep farther, the extinguiſhed em- 
bers of innocence can enlighten her bo- 
fom no more So favourably am ] inclin- 
15 ed to judge of the ſex, that I believe the 


6 6 former | 


3 . 12 R . e * 
ned — * CGE: VE > + as, on. TT 


— W 
—ͤ — 
— 7 


4 
E Aae —— — EINE 
_ — 
= N _ - y=- — — 
— 4 I EEEES — mY T2: rea — * pol x 
— CY FO IE TCR We ̃ —òp OE Foe OE Au a lg 


Arr. 


% 83 
Fn The hs % 


— ¶— ren» 2 


132 ThE SORROWS OF THE HEART, 


former cauſe moſt generally contributes 


to complete their ruin. And ought not 
| theſe unhappy victims to be the objects 


of our compaſſion ?—There are certain- 
ly none greater than thoſe who have both - 


penury and contempt to encounter,— 


They have not the conſcious dignity of 


virtue to ſupport them in diſtreſs, and 
are cruelly branded as the outcaſts of ſo- 
eiety. — They hold their ſhort moments 
of eaſe by a precarious tenure, and 
when calamity overtakes them, they ſink 
down unpitied and forlorn. Ho many 
thouſands of fuch ſufferers nightly croud 


55 the ſtreets of this metropolis, whoſe ſitua- 


tion ĩs the jeſt of the unfeeling, and the 
ſcorn of the ſevere ! Unhappy females ! 


While perhaps they are pining with hun- 
ger, and their hearts are funk with ap- 


prehenßon, as muſt put on the blan- 


diſhments 
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diſhments of pleaſure, and affect the 
winning ſmile of gaiety and eaſe !---Pain- 
ful ſtate ! If they are guilty, they dearly 
pay the forfeit of their crimes..---Let us 

not then inhumanly add to the weight, 
of their miſeries, by depriving them of 
the wretch's only reſource, the tribute of 
our pity Me prudes in virtue, ſtart 
not at the thought It is perfectly con- 
ſiſtent with the nature of the godde ſs 
whom ye worſhip, that, while ſhe ab- 
hors the offence, ſhe can extend the arm 


af 8. help to the miſerable offender. 
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LETTER XxXY. 


The Sams to the Sams. 
December 15th, 


Have hitherto i in vam endeavoured to 
meet with Lord B. AI bunt him 
thro? every public place, but he is no 
where to be found.] cannot learn in 
what quarter of the town he reſides.— 
Would to heaven that chance were once 
more to throw him in iny way I would 
rid the world of ſuch a monſter, or periſh 
in the attempt. | 
| Oh! my friend, I know not what to 
think— I am afraid 1 have only been 
ſtifling my weaknefs to burſt forth with 
a renovated flame. The idea of Matil- 
da's 
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da's diſhonourable ſituation haunts me in 
my ſlumbers, and is the conſtant com- 
panion of my waking hours.---Oh ! that 
I were dead, and that this torment of 
thought were quenched for ever ! 

I have no application—every thing 
palls upon my mind, and it is in vain L 
graſp at ſome purſuit that may fix my 
attention. I muſt deſiſt from the fruit- 
leſs endeavour, and abandon myſelf whol- 
ly to deſpair, I think I have reſolution 
---but what are the utmoſt of its efforts 
againſt the impetuous current of feel- 
ing? find them feeble indeed, and 
can no longer ſtem the torrent which 


thus ſweeps before it every reaſoning fa- 


culty of my mind.—I ſometimes think 
that my ſenſes are impaired---in the cool 
moment of reflection I am maſter of 


myſelf, and can condemn my weakneſs, 
EE | but 
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but the ſentiment is quickly abſorbed in 
the delirium of anguiſh that whirls thro 
my brain.---E wiſh, my friend, that you 
were here.---I begin ſeriouſly to think 
that I ſhall ſpeedily be numbered with 
the dead. Nature cannot long ſupport 
this conflict, but muſt quickly yield to 
the pang which agitates every nerve of 
this faſt diſſolving frame. I wiſh 1 had 
remained with you in France, I ſhould 
have been happier there than by return- 
ing to ſcenes which awaken the pains of 
remembrance. But yet I ought to con- 
ſider that my fituation demands the ut- 
moſt exertion of laborious application. 
I could not live a burden to my friends— 
my ſoul diſdains the idea---nor could I 
ſuffer to ſee my life paſſing away in un- 
ambitious inactivity. ---But what can I 
40 * might ons my talents here 
with 


THE SORROWS OF THE HEART, 137 


with reputation and advantage, but the 
power of exerting them has totally for- 
ſaken me.—Oh, my friend, it is too 
much—too much indeed. —I will not 
diſtreſs you by diſcloſing all the feelings 
of this moment, —Adicu! Adieu! 


LETTER XXVI. 
e Sams to the SAME, 


| December 21th, 


HE amiable Julia is no more.— 


- 1 three days ago witneſſed the de- 


parture of her ſoul to the regions of im- 


mortality, where it now triumphs in the 


reward of thoſe virtues which adorned 


it below. I have for ſome days been 


engaged 
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engaged in ſcenes of the moſt exquiſite 


diſtreſs, yet are my ſenſes benumbed by 
a ſtupid inſenfibility, which almoſt de- 


prives me. of the power of ſenſation, - - 
For what end was I ereated? To what 


purpoſe do I exiſt? To be myſelf the 
prey of inſufferable anguiſh, and to 
ſpread, to every being who befriends 
me, the baleful influence of that fatality 


which thus impreſſes N period of * 


life. 
A few days 2 ago as I was paſſing 


through Spring Gardens, I was accoſted 


by a voice that I thought had met my 


ear. before. E turned round; and faw ad- 
vancing towards me. a man who once 
was the cauſe: to me of- unſpeakable oa 


lamity.— It was Mr. Bolton;—l was at a 


might be, till he approached me, and 
1 | „ took 


loſs to conclude what his intentions 


E's 
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| ook me cordially by the hand.---I ſtared 


at him with a look of ſtupid amaze- 


ment. 

* You ſeem ſurprized, Bits ſaid he, 
that the man who was formerly ſo 
much your enemy, ſhould now addreſs 
you with the familiarity of a friend. 
“Four ſurprize will ceaſe when you 
%Kkno the cauſe that has produced this 
* change. I am now fully conſcious of 
< the injury and injuſtice which I did 
* you, and have to entreat that you will 
« drown' in oblivion a tranſaction, of 


„Which I bluſh at the recollection. I 


25 "ies myſelf as particularly fortu- 
nate in having met with yan, for your 


3 Y « preſence is neceſſary to the peace of 
| © one, who has but a few days, perhaps 
but a few. hours, to continue in the 


6 We — 1 he tear ſtarted into bis 7 


eye, 
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- 


eye, and he ſeemed agitated by the feel- | 
ings of real woe. I remained. for ſome 


time filent. At length recollecting my- 
ſelf, I haſtily ſaid, How---what can I 
** doin the ſervice of humanity ?—=Com- 
© mand me---tell | me.“ - My boſom 
throbbed with unuſual palpitations, as if 
| dreading the arrival of ſome unexpected 
| thock.--<It burſt upon me like thunder 
when he informed me that Julia was his 
wife. -I ſtarted, nor could 1 reprefs an 
involuntary exclamation.---* You ſeem 
© aſtoniſhed,” he ſaid, © at this infor- 


mation, but you will not envy me my 


„ ſituation, when I tell you, that ſhe is 
e faſt forſaking me. A diſeaſe has long 


* preyed upon her, which it is beyond 


the reach of medicine to cure. She 


6 has expreſſed a with to ſee yon before 
& ſhe departs, and my only comfort now 


Do 18 
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eis in procuring her every gratification 
© in my power.---Will you attend me to 
* our lodgings which are juſt at hand?” 


I afſented, and was conducted toa houſe 


in Suffolk-ſtreet.---I entered it in the 
moſt tremulous perturbation.---I re- 


volved in my own mind the intelligence 


that had been juſt given me, and could 


| ſearce be convinced that I was not in a 


dream.---I was left by Mr. Bolton in the 
drawing- room, while he went to the 
apartment of his wife. Great God !” 


I could not help exclaiming to myſelf, 


“Julia become the wife of a Bolton !--- 
„What a wound was there given to the 
1 feelings of ſenfibility !” wy 

He ſoon returned, and informed me 
that ſhe was then afleep, which he hoped 
might be attended with favourable con- 
ſequences. He begged, if I was mot 
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n den 3 chit 1 would wait 
till Julia ſhould wake, as he knew ſhe 


would be much gratified in ſeeing me, 


T readily conſented, and we both fat 
down. I told Mr. Bolton, I hoped 


ce that he would pardon the ſurprize 1 


& had betrayed upon the receipt of his 
cc information, and affured- him it pro- 


* ceeded from no unwarrantable cauſe.” 
, You have ample. reaſon for aſtoniſn- 


©, ment,” he replied, but when you 
„ ſhall have heard the circumſtances 
cc which I am now about to relate, I 
c truſt your wonder will be converted 
* into pity and forgiveneſs.”---He then 
informed me, © that about eight months 
ago he made Julia his wife. To this 


© ſhe herſelf had conſented with heſita- 


© tion and reluctance.“ But I noped, 5 


continued he, that time and unremit- 


75 ting 


* 
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<« ting aſſiduity on my part, might con- 
quer an averfion, which I had flattered 
© myſelf had proceeded more from her 
natural delicacy and coyneſs, than 2 
5 predilection for another. A ſhort 


„time convinced me how much I was 


«© miſtaken---She maintained an equal 
© indifference to me and every thing 
4 around her.---l had long entertained 
cc the idea that you were the object of 
© her wiſhes---it excited my reſentment, 
and hurried me to the ſhameful extre- 
© mities of blind fury and ungovernable 


rage. My conjectures, however were 


us juſt.” In a paroxyſm of perturbation 


1 ſtarted from my chair. Be com- 


© poſed, Sir,” ſaid he, © and hear me 
% to an end.—Perſuaded and encou- 
© raged by all her friends, in open viola- 


< tion of every principle of honour and 


« manly 


4 
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' ©: manly pride, I perſiſted in my addreſ- 
* ſes to her, and at length obtained her 
“0 hatrd. She ſoon after took occafion, 
jn the preſence of all her friends, to 
„ vindicate your character, and explain 
the delicacy and honour with which 
e you had conducted yourſelf. I was 
1 aſhamed and abaſhed at my own deſ- 
© picable meanneſs, and endeavoured to 
ec atone for it by tenderneſs and affec- 
tion to her. I felt a total revolution 
* in my mind. The contracted ſenti- 
786 rents: of my youth yielded to the in- 
* fluence of her ſuperior excellence, and 
46 I felt my heart expanded with a ray 
© of the benignity of my Julia's. I faw 
-< with the moſt piercing regret, the 
« ravages which the violent feelings of 
© her mind were daily. making upon her 
delicate conſtitution. The moſt emi- 


— 


1 | ] © nent 
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nent of the faculty were conſulted in 
« vain. The malady increaſed till it 
has terminated in a mortal decay. 


„ She now lies with all the mildneſs and 


„ benignity of an angel, expecting the 
fatal hour which is to terminate her 


* exiſtence; for her phyſicians have pro- 


* nounced her beyond the poſſibility of 
relief. He burſt into tears, and his 
utterance was impeded by the violence 
of his grief. A ſtoic could not have re- 
frained from participating his feelings. 


A long pauſe enſued.- He collected 
himſelf, and again proceeded. Upon 


our arrival in town, my wife expreſſ- 
ü „ 5 ; FEES be 1 

* ed a with that I ſhould make enquiry 
« after you. It had hitherto been fruit. 


© Jeſs, till accident fortunately threw | 


me in your way. I know that Julia 


will be pleaſed at feeing you, and! 


of. i ou „ ſhall 
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cc ſhall feel a gleam of faniofaRion in 
having produced one ray of comfort 


* atonement I can make for the ſituation 


of deſpair into n 1 bave en 


„ thrown her.“ 
He again went to his wife's apartment, 
and returning, informed me that ſhe had 
juſt awoke from a peaceful ſlumber, and 


that her ſpirits were ſettled and com- 
poſed. That he had acquainted her 
with my being there, upon which ſhe 


had expreſſed an immediate deſire that 
I ſhould be admitted to her. Come,“ 
ſaid he, taking me by the hand, come 
<© and help me to ſooth the laſt mo- 
<© ments of a departing angel.” He led 
me to the door—T trembled—I quivered 
with agitation. —We ſlowly advanced to 


the bed on which. the lay, and I was 


firuck 
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ſtruck with horror at the ſight of her. 
1 could ſcarce retrace one feature of 


that beautiful viſage, which was wont 


to be ſoftened by complacency, and ani- 
mated with the glow of health. She 
was worn down to a ſhadow, and a deadly 
paleneſs overſpread her : countenance. 


Her eyes were hollow and bedimmed, - 


their luſtre was fled, and the hand of 
death was upon her.—A groan eſcaped 
me, which I had not the power to ſup- 


preſs.— Her languid eye met mine, and 
methougght it was brightened by a tranſi- 
ent gleam of ſatisfaction.— She extended 


her pallid hand, and encouraged me to 
approach.— I knelt down by her bed- 


fide, and with reverential awe, I preſſed 
it to my lips.—It was cold, cold as win- | 


ter ſnow, and the ſenſation ſtruck a 
damp to my heart. Her hyſband ſtood 
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at the oppoſite fide of the bed, hanging 


over her in an attitude expreſſive of the 


ſincerity of woe.—There was a ſolemn _ 


pauſe.—At length, turning to him, the 


ſaid, Oh! Mr. Bolton you are kind 


* and generous indeed—I ſhall now die 
in comfort and content. It is good in 
cc you, Mr. Horton, thus to forſake the 
* ſcenes of happineſs which I hope at- 


© tend you, to viſit a wretched. object 


© who is. juſt about to repoſe in the fi- 


* lent tomb.“ — I could only, in a 


broken voice, repeat the word happineſs, 


for my ſenſes were abſorbed in the tide 


of ſorrow wien | that idea could not fail 


to create. - 


© Good God!” ſaid he with impati- 
ence, -** tell me—are you not happy ?— 


4 Alas! indeed, your appearance ſuffi- 


325 er explains it— What has become 


8 CO of 
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of the inconſiderate Matilda? Is ſhe 


« ſtill unkind? Does the ſtill, with an 


© impious hand, daſh the cup of prof-" 
« fered happineſs from her pre 
endeavoured to compoſe myſelf, and 
ſatisfied all her enquiries. When I told 
her of Matilda's fall—her dreadful fall 


from the paths of rectitude and virtue, 


her pale cheek was tinged by a momen- 


tary ſuffuſion.—““ Oh God!” faid ſhe, 


& js it thus that virtue is rewarded |! . 
* had hoped and concluded, that Ma- 
{© tilda was no longer blind to her own 


- happineſs, but repaid your affection 
© with the moſt unreſerved return.— 
* Alas ! Mr. Horton, your trials have 
1 1 great! — After ſuch a ſhock to 
* your feelings and ſenſibility, it would 
* I fear be vain to wiſh you may be 


cc happy Good Heavens! is it poſſible: 


My. „ 
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that ſuch a woman ſhould exiſt? 1 
© had long been convinced of the weak- 


wn 1 58 and folly of my ſex, but I never 


6 my conceive they were ſuch adepts 


© in deceit. But compoſe yourſelf, Mr. 


bo Horton, and be thankful for the con- 


«© folation that is left.—Think what 


omen have been your fituation had 


© you been indiſſolubly bound to this 


woman; your preſent feelings are 
** grateful to what you then muſt have 


c felt; that circumſtance alone ought to 
«« inſpire you with ſatisfaction.“ -I ac- 
knowledged the juſtneſs of the remark, 


and felt it with a force it had not yielded 
before. She proceeded to enquire about 


the circumſtances of my reſidence in 
Ireland.—I informed her of the uſe I 
bad made of her bounty.—She ſeemed 


. gratified, but told me that it was in 
| . tended 


te 


4 
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tended by her as a reſource for myſelf. 
„ You will pardon me,” ſaid ſhe, the 
© obſtinacy with which I urged the ac- + 
« ceprance of it. Vou were about to 
_ * depart for a country where you were 
© unfriended and unknown, and I feared 
c you might perhaps ſuffer unhappineſs ; 
„ from a cauſe, which, as I had the, 
© means, it was my duty to prevent.“ 
I exprefled my acknowledgments for, 
and my admiration of her goodneſs. She 
was particularly affected by the caſe of 
the unfortunate man, whoſe melancholy 
exit, I believe, L made you formerly ac- 
quainted with-and aſked me if 1 knew 
of the fate of his poor daughters. She 
begged that I would write, and inform 
them that I had found one who was wil- 
ling to repair the loſs they had ſuſtained 
"yp the death of their unhappy father. — 


Hs e « Aſk 


« Aſc them,” ſaid ſhe, and her eyes 


ed with: benevolence, © aſk them 


Pg 
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in what manner 5ool. can beſt be laid 
out for their advantage.” —It was un- 
neceſſary to comment upon this romantic 
flight of generoſity. To have ſeen, and 


to have heard her, would have charmed 


a ſeraph into muteneſss. 
Fearing leſt her ſpirits. ſhould be too 
far exhauſted by ſuch a continued exer- 


tion, I made a movement to withdraw. 


She ſeemed offended at my defire to be 
gone, but I perſiſted in its propriety.— 
With a promiſe to return early in the 
morning ſhe permitted me to depart.— 
Her huſband attended me back into the 


drawing- room, where taking me by the 


hand, he paſſionately ſaid, Tell me, 


before you leave me, that you fully 


— n me for all the diſtreſſes of 
| 6 hich 


„ voted to your ſervice.” 
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* which I was the unhappy cauſe. They 


now recoil upon myſelf with tenfold: 
« ſeverity, nor can I enjoy one moment 


* of eaſe, till aſſured of your pardon.” — 


Oh, Sir,” I anſwered him, © moſt 


© freely I forgive them, and indeed they 


* are now totally ſwept from my re- 
% membrance by the preſſure of greater 


. 


© calamities. “ Greater Oh Hea- 


«© vens!” he exclaimed, © how can 


© you ſupport them? What can 1 do 


to ſerye you? Command * intereſt 
and my fortune — both ſhall be de- 


cc. Ah, 


Sir,“ returned I, “you overpower 


me by this generoſity but think me 
not faſtidious when I ſay, that neither 


money nor intereſt can impart one ray 


* of comfort to my mind,” 
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With a promiſe to return early in the 
morning I took my leave, and retired 
homewards to fulfil the benevolent pur- 
poſes of Julia. | 
I am quite exhauſted, and mull there- 
fore for the preſent ſuſpend my narra- 
tion. It is in vain however that I en- 
deavour to huſh my ſorrows into reſt. 
Tbe unceaſing agitation of my mind 
precludes every proſpect of compoſure. 
The grave the grave is the object to 
which all my feelings point—it is. there 
alone I can hope to be freed from their 
torment, —Adieu. 


LE I- 
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LETTER XXVII. 


The Saws to the Sams. 


— 


Ann, 2975. 


AM amazed how I find wirken to go 
through this melancholy narrative, 


or by what means I command the power 
of writing at all conſiſtently. My me- 


mory often fails me, and I am loſt in the 
maze of bewildered recollection. The 


only moments of ſatisfaction I enjoy 


are thoſe devoted to you. I am not. yet 


ſo entirely loſt as to remain unwarmed 
. by the chearing though diſtant ray of 
0 inan 

Early the following morning I repaired 
to Mr. Bolton's. He had fat up all 


RS - night 
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night with Julia, whoſe weakneſs was 
hourly increaſing. --- * I am afraid,” he 
ſaid, © that the exertions of yeſterday 
6c have been too much for her---but ſhe 
“ herſelf ſays, as ſhe has ſo ſhort a time 
1. to live, that ſhe would wiſh to ſpend 

it as much as poſſible in the ſociety | 
* of her friends. She has frequently 
* enquired for you, and you muſt go 
© with me to her chamber. fol- 
| lowed him, and was again uſhered into 
the preſence of Julia. I could perceive 
chat ſhe was conſiderably waſted ſince 
the preceding evening.---Her voice was 
tremutouſly plaintive, and every circum- 
ſtance denoted a ſpeedy releaſe from 
pain.---She made her huſband and me 
fit down by her.---Tak king a hand of 
each, and ſolemnly joining them toge- 
ther, Let the death of> Julia,” ſaid 

5 : TT ſhe, 
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ſhe, in the moſt melting accents of com- 
placency, © let the death of Julia be 
* the bond of unity between you. 
*© When I am gone, I ſhall yet live in 
© the, memory of both, and I feel a 


* ſatisfaction in the idea. of your che- 


* riſhing the remembrance in ſociab 
“ friendſhip together.---Your goodneſs, 
Mr. Bolton, to me upon every occa- 
ſion fince I became your wife, I feel. 
and with gratitude acknowledge.--- 


* The only return in my power to make, 


“is to give you a friend, whoſe worth 
« will yield you a never: failing reſource 
* in the trying hour of affliction.---Your' 
c own heart, I know, Mr. Horton, will 
prompt you to gratify the wiſhes of a 
„ departing friend.---Mr. Bolton will 
not be offended when I ſay, that F 
nad once cheriſhed the deluſive hope- 
| : cc of 
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c6 
cc 


£c 


of calling you by a till more tender 

name---the indulgence of that hope 
has hurried me to the grave.---Think 
not, however, that I regret its riſe or 
its progreſs ; the hand of nature had 
implanted in my heart the ſeeds of the 
moſt tender affection s, which it wanted 
but an opportunity to call forth and 


to mature---your preſence inſpired 


them with the vivifying heat, and 


they blazed with an ardour which I 


could not conceal.---I have often re- 
flected, with gratitude and admira- 
tion, on the delicate endeavours 
which you made to ſuppreſs them--- 
the diſcloſure of the fituation of your 
heart with Matilda, you concluded, I | 

ſuppoſe, would have checked their 
farther progreſs---it only tended to 


inflame them the more, and their vio- 
] N 5 | 


* lence 


* fite ſenſibility,”— 
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„„ lence became at length too great for 
„ my frame -I felt the firſt ſymptoms 
© of a decline with tranſport, becauſe. 


4 exiſtence had loſt its every power to 


% pleaſe, and I now rejoice at the near 
* profpe& of its termination.---Life, 


* unleſs brightened by the indulgence 
of tender paſſion, becomes too heavy 
** for the ſupport of the mind of exqui- 


She pauſed---her 


ſpirits were exhauſted, and after turning 


her dying eyes upon us, ſhe ſunk down 
in inſenfibility. Mr. Boltou thought 


that life had entirely left her, and his 
grief was exceſſive I ſaw it was only a 


lapſe of decaying nature, and endea- 
Vvoured to compoſe him. —-She ſtill held 


a hand of each of us in hers, and we 


hung over her in an agony of heart- felt 
deſpair, In about two hours ſhe began 
| to 
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revive, but every effort that: fe made 
was perceptibly weaker. In & voice juſt 
audible, ſhe ſaid, « One thing I had 
*© almoſt forgot, you will pardon me, 

© Mr. Horton, if I am guilty of a 
& breach of delicacy, but at ſuch a 
„time as this, ceremony may be diſ- 
“ penſed with. —I have ſomething to 
5 leave---Mr. Bolton has a fortune ſuf- 
* ficiently ample; he will not con- 
« demn me for bequeathing to you a 

** ſmall legacy as a token of my 

„ friendſhip.” I endeavoured to re- 
monſtrate, but it was in vain.. Her huſ- 
band engaged for the accompliſnment 


of her will, and I was filenced. 
Her voice now became ſcarcely audible. 
—at times ſhe endeayoured to ſpeak, 
but in accents nearly vintelligible.—She 
talked by turns of her amiable friend 

Sophia, 
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Sophia, of her huſband, of myſelf.— © 
In this manner ſhe remained till towards 
evening, when opening her beamleſs. 
eyes, and with a look of ineffabie com- 
placency, raiſing them to heaven, ſhe . 
gently reclined her head, and ſunk down 
in eternal repoſe. 15 
Her huſband was loſt in a torrent of 
anguiſh—I know not how it happened, 5 
but I was calm and 'compoled.---I did 
not ſhed one tear, nor did one exxeſ- 
ſion of ſorrow eſcape me. 1 took Mr. 
Bolton by the arm, and led him into | 
another room---his grief became leſs-, 
| violent---I-rermained with him till to- 
| wards, morning, when he endeavoured 
to obtain ſome reſt, and 1 retired with : 
the ſame intent, but courted repoſe in 
wing l d ono at by . ig 
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LETTER XXVIII. 


The Same to the SAME. 


: January 7th. 


Have attended the remains of Julia 


perſormance of the laſt offices of huma- 


nity to her lifeleſs body, and have ſeen 
it depoſited in the cold and chearleſs 


tomb. My ſenſes were lulled into a liſt- 
leſs apathy, nor did one pang of- forrow 


or regret extend its influence to my 


heart—I am quite altered of late ;z—that 


exceſs of feeling upon the moſt trivial 


accidents of life, which uſed conſtantly 
to harraſs me, . ſeems entirely to have 


fubſided, and is ſucceeded by a languor 
and inſenſibility that I fear portend ſome 


fatal 


to the grave—1 have witneſſed the 
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fatal event. My imagination is hourly - 
haunted by ſome image of horror, nor 
can all my endeavours to baniſh the 
gloomy train of ideas, be for one mo- 


ment attended with the ſhadow of ſucceſs 


48 
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Ait is all over with me—l have loſt 
| every reliſh for life, and the only ſenfa- | 


W tion that I felt by the grave of Julia, 
| was a with to be mingled with the earth 
WM which they unfeelingly heaped upon her 
inſenſible remains.---How gladty would 
have leaped into the pit which con- 
tained them, and been ſhut out for ever 

from the tedious light of day. But it is 
well—that hour will come -I feel it 

faſt approaching -it will then be the 
melancholy taſk of my friend to perform 

for me, what I have juſt ſeen performed 


for the moſt amiable and moſt exalted 
of her ſex. 
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I had long entertained the idea, my 


friend, that I could never he ſupport- 


ed half the miſeries which I have expe- 


rienced. This hand I imagined to be 
ever ready to cut the feeble thread of 
life, and that I could, when it ſuited me, 


have thrown off the ſhackles of exiſtence, 


The ways of Providence are inſcruta— 


ble, and it is beyond the reach of welk 


mortality to comprehend the ends to 
which -its deſigns are directed.—1 now 
find my mind in a ſtate which I hope 
few of my fellow-creatures have, cver 
felt. Life is become an intolerable bur- 
den, and I have loſt the reſolution ne- 
ceſſary to put a period to its date. There 


is a certain portion of calamity which 


rouzes and ſharpens every faculty of the 

human mind—beyond that, it finks down 
in liſtleſs Wactviy: — Such now is my 

; ſtate 
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ſtate - from the earlieſt period of reflec- 
tion, I had anticipated a life of trials and 
misfortunes. I always, however, felt a 
ſoothing ſatisfaction in the idea, that 1 
could voluntarily free myſelf from their 
preſſure when they became too heavy 
to be borne. The vengeance of Hea- 
ven has been pointed againſt the impious 
ſuggeſtion. Diſtreſſes have hourly ac- 
cumulated upon my head, and I ſtill 
live to be goaded by the pointed arrows 
of adverſity. How vain is it for man 
to oppoſe the deſtinies of Fate, and con- 
ſole himſelf with an idea inconſiſtent 
with the principles of reaſon and mora- 
ty! The truth is, every man is inclined 
to draw concluſions from his feelings, 
nor allows at the moment for the blind 
prejudices of paſſion. 4 | 


\ 
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Ihe ſuicide, no doubt, does an injury 
to that ſociety of which he is a mem- 
ber, becauſe few have being Who may 
not render it of ſome utility to the 
world. — Permit me, however, to ſay, 
that the human mind may be reduced to 
that lamentable ſtate which unfits it fot 
every focial duty. It is a queſtion I will 
leave others f to determine, whether in 
that caſe, it does not render a Benefit to 
the community by withdrawing itſelf 
from exiſtence. You know my opinion 
upon this point.—I have often before 
made an unreſerved diſcloſure to you of 
all my ſentiments upon the ſubject. Do 
not conclude, however, that it is at pre- 
ſent my intention to accede to the im- 

pulfe of my feelings---I have not the 
reſolution to do ſo.---Were the fatal piſ- 
pal an my hand, I feel a ſomething with- 

| in 
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in which would totally unnerve me, 


The meaſure of my woes is not 
yet full, and I patiently await ſome 

| heavier calamity. Great God! what 
| heavier is it poſlivie I ſhould feel! 

my mind is wholly deſolated, and 
every fibre is racked with the feel- 
ings of deſ pair---While thoſe who have 
numbered years equal with my own, are 
toiling in the animating paths of fortune 
and renown, I am waſting my days in 
unambitious indigence, and calmly fink- 


ing into the vale of inemulous obſcuri- 
ty. It is in vain to repine, or to reſiſt 
the evil influence of my fate.—I will 


now wait the arrival of that period, I 


truſt not far diſtant from me, when un- 


availing regret, ſhall, with the cauſe 
which occaſions it, be ſteeped in endleſs 
forgetfulneſs. ” 8 

Let 
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b Let me beg, my dear friend, if you 
: ever held me in your heart, if you * 
felt one anxious thought for the welfare 
of your Horton, let me entreat that you 
will return with all convenient expedi- 

tion. Your preſence may ſoon be neceſ- 

fary to cloſe the eyes of your departing 
friend. Methinks I would yield up life 
with tenfold ſatisfaction in the arms of 
my Jerningham.—Oh |! haſten. to me, 
nor deprive me of that ſoothing conſola- 
tion. — Fly to me ere it be too late. My 
brain burns —-it is dry -the blood drives 
rapidly through every vein, and ſome 
ſymptoms of impending horror preſent 
themſelves to view.---Oh! quickly--- 
? quickly come, or I am loft to your 
ee . 

Mr. Bolton ſaw entombed the remains 
of his wife, and after amply fulfilling 
5 OG. Ei, her 
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her generous bequeſt, and aſſuring me 
of his warmeſt friendſhip and eſteem, he 
took A melancholy departure for his wi- 
dowed home. 


LETTER-XIE 


The Sams to the SAME. 


January 19th. 


Have diſcovered the retreat of the 
infamous Lord B. and have at length 
driven him into the toil. To- morrow 
morning, either diſhonour ſhall triumph 
in the perſon of his Lordſhip, or this 
hand ſhall act as the avenging miniſter 
of Heaven to level it with the duſt. 


VOL. , Th. After 
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After a painful and fruitleſs ſearch to 
diſcover the habitation of the peer, a 
yeſterday was blaſted by the fight of 
him in a hackney coach, accompanied--- 
think of my feelings at that moment !... 
accompanied by the fallen Matilda.--- | 
Unperceived by them, I traced them to 
a houſe in an obſcure ſtreet in the neigh- 
bourhood of May-tair. When they had 
alighted from the carriage, I ruſhed into 
the. houſe after them, and in a ſtate lit. 
tle ſhort of diſtraction, loudly demanded 
reparation for my wrongs. Matilda, 
when ſhe ſaw me, gave a violent ſcream, 
and ſunk lifeleſs upon the floor.---My 
rage was, for a moment, converted into 
pity and apprehenfion---I ran up, and 
taking her in my arms, placed her upon 
a ſopha which ſtood near.. His Lordſhip 
was fixed in aſtoniſhment at the abrupt- 

; nefs 
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neſs of my intruſion, nor attempted to 
move till Matilda had recovered her 
ſenfes. The ſervant, alarmed by the 
noiſe, had entered the apartment, and 
contributed, by his aſſiſtance, to her re- 
lief. His lordſhip advanced to me with 
great compoſure, and coolly aſked me 
e what were my commands?“ -I was in- 
flamed to madneſs by the calm inſolence 
of his manner, and was raſh and unguard- 
ed enough to aim a blow at his head. 
---Matilda ſtarted up, and threw herſelf 
between us.---His Lordſhip ran to his 
ſword, which hung upon a nail 1n the 


room, and drawing it, made a move- 
- ment as if' he would bury it in my 
| breaſt, Matilda ruſhed upon him and 

entreated him to deſiſt. | 
Come on,” I exclaimed, ©** come: 
Jon, and crown your villainy by a deli- 
I 2 „berate 
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berate act of cowardice. Come on and 
„ plunge your ſword in that defenceleſs 
* boſom, which this lady has already 
60 pierced by the more fatal dagger of 
5 diſhonour.” 

What, do you mean, Sir o ſaid 
Lord B. ** are you mad? or what motive 
thus induces you to break in upon the 

. peace of my family? unleſs you mean 
** that I ſhould confign you to the officers 

* of the police, explain the cauſe of 
** ſuch unprecedented conduct.“ 

I had forgot,” I replied, « that my 

* perſon is unknown to you---I ſhould 
* have made you acquainted with it 
1 ſooner---but this lay,“ pointing to 
Matilda, who now reclined upon the ſo- 
pha, overwhelmed with a paroxyſm of 
grief, but this lady can eaſily remedy 
the omiſſion.” 


She 
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She could only faintly articulate, 
«© Oh Heavens !”---for her utterance was 
choaked by her tears. 

J am the man,” I continued with 
N «© whom your ſucceſsful vil- 


* lainy has robbed of his honour and 


his peace. I now come to claim hat 
ws ſatisfaction which injured honour has 
"M0 right to demand.” 
Really, Sir,” ; replied his Lordſhip, 
with unaccountable compoſure, ** I do 
© not underſtand you.---I*don't know 
that I have ever ſeen you before, and 
| 4 1 am totally ignorant of any offence 
bo. have offered to you.” 
_s My Lord, my Lord,” I haſtily 
1 this coolneſs may well ſuit 
* with the philoſophic apathy of your 
bas * Lordſhip! s boſom, but will ill contri- 


" 45 ite to aſſuage the tumult of mine. 1 
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* am a man whom you have deeply 
* wronged---you have depredated the 
jewel of my heart---of at heart, 
© which I am now come to throw upon 
© the point of your ſword. You have, 
my Kant. ” in a calmer tone, I conti- 
nued, © you have baſely triumphed over 
the virtue of Matilda.” — 
| « And by what right, ir” interrupt: 
ed he, do yon preſume to queſtion my 
conduct in any particular? What title 
„ have ou, Sir, to call in queſtion the 
e conduct of this lady.“ 
5 5 ſolemnly replied, My title to do 
«ſo is regiſtered i in Heaven.---This la- 
dy is mine by the moſt ſacred vows. 
8 Theſe, ſeduced by the baſe artifices of 
6 your Lordſhip, ſhe has violated---but 
the force of their obligation is not 
therefore diminiſhed. come to vin- 
5 1 & dicate 
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*© dicate my claim, and to convince your 
* Lordſhip that villainy ſhall not always 
triumph with impunity, however dig- 
* nified or I by fortune or by 
.* power.” | 

Turning to Matilda, who ſat with her 
bandkerchief to her face diſſolved in 


tears, he ſaid, © Tell me, Matilda, 2who 


**.is this madman ? Do you know him?“ 
* Alas!” anſwered ſhe, with a burſt 


of paſſion, ©* too well---too- well.“ She 
could ſay no more, for her ſenſes were 


overpowered by the tremor of ſelf-up- 
braiding. remorſe. 
His Lordſhip, finding A no o ſatiskac- 


tory account could at preſent be obtain- 


ed from Matilda, turned to me and ſaid, 


Sir, J am really yet at a loſs to com- 


** prehend your meaning, but T muſt 
** for the preſent inſiſt that you will quit 
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© this houſe; to-morrow: I ſhall be able 
*© to obtain ſome further information re- 
<« lative to it, and if I have injured you, 
* you ſhall not find me backward in giv- 
ing you every ſatisfaCtion which a gen- 
„ tleman ought to require,” 

It is well, my Lord,” 1 anſwered, 
" 1 agree to thoſe terms; and I ſhall rer 
ly upon your honour as a man for their 

* punctual performance. —I then ad- 


dreſſed Matilda.—“ I will forbear to 


©* wound. thoſe feelings by reproach, 


* which I perceive the ſtings of remorſe 


« already, perhaps too ſeverely, puniſh. 
But, Matilda, your firſt fatal ſtep in 


© the paths of diſhonour, has planted a 


** rnorn in this boſom, which not even 


oy the tears of penitence can ever re- 


© move.” 


When 
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When 1 had reached the door, 1 ſald, 
„„ My Lord, remember your promiſe,--- 
+ am not to betrifled with.” 


«« Nor I, Sir,” returned he,“ and I 
| < am, perhaps, to blame for having tri- 
4 fled ſo long. You ſeemed to aim a 


8 blow at me for which your blood on- 
ly, ſhed by this hand, can atone.” 


© am ready,” Ereplied, * to make 


ee the atonement, which I hope a few 
© hours will ſee fully accompliſhed”— 
ſo ſaying, I retired in the utmoſt, pertur- 


- bation. When I reached my apartments: 


my mind was in that ſtate of agitation 
and delirium, that I doubted whether 
what had patſed was reality or a dream. 
All my tenderneſs for the unhappy 


| Matilda is revived. The evident difor- 


der of her mind upon ſeeing me, her 


| ſubſequent diſtreſs—every thing con- 
1 5 vinces. 
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vinces me that the remembrance of her 
| facred obligations to me is not entirely 
_ obliterated. \Her compunction and pe- 
nitence for the fatal error into which ſhe 
has been betrayed, are legible in every 
- feature.---And can penitence be allied ta 
- guilt >—No !—I will reſcue her from 
diſhonour, or fall in the attempt.—Her 
vile ſeducer ſhall pay the forfeit of his 
infamous deceit, or their guilty pleaſures. 
ſhall be erimſoned by the ſacrifice of my 
blood. 


I with your preſence could have af- 


forded me your friendly aid in the ac- 


compliſhment of my pious revenge. I 


have applied to our mutual friend C. 
who has readily conſented to ſecond my 
, deſigns. I ſent him this morning to his 
Lordſhip, who has agreed to meet me 


3 At 


. 
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at day-break to-morrow, when, I truſt, 


every ill may be redreſſed. 55 


It is poſſible, my friend, that I may 
not have. the power of writing to you 


again. I have left ſome memoranda 


and other papers, which are ſealed up, 
and may be tranſmitted to you, or await 


your return to England, as you may be 
pleaſed to direct. 
Since I have met with Lord B. my 


ſpirits are more ſettled and compoſed. 
It affords me a ray of ſatis faction that I 
- ſhall not ſink into nothing without an 
offort at revenge - and a revenge, which 
meets with the full aſſent and approba- 
tion of honout and of conſcience. It is 
the cauſe of virtue and humanity in 
which I engage, and the event of to- 
morrow morning may ſave innocence 
from further ruin, or confirm villainy 
„ 1 


» 


* 
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in its career. Adieu, my beſt friend 
Adieu. 


LETTER XXX. 


The Sams to the Sams. 


Bann 20th, 


His morning, e to ap- 
pointment, I repaired to the place 
of rendezvous, accompanied by my 
friend.— I waited for ſome time with 
the utmoſt impatience for the arrival " 
Lord B. and after an hour had elapſed, 

; began to be ſuſpicious of his ſincerity. 
Mr. C. agreed to attend me to his houſe. 
When we came there we were inform- 
ed 
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"ood by an old woman who anſwered the 
| . door, that his Lordſhip had the preced- 


ing evening taken his departure for Ire- 


land. Inflamed with rage and diſap- 


F pointment, I was turning to depart, 
' when it came into my mind to make 
enquiry after Matilda.---I, was told that 
ſhe was in the parlour, alone.—Without | 
having any determinate motive for do- 
ing ſo, I entered the houlſe.---The par- | 
tour-door being opened, Matilda pre- 
ſented herfelf to view, fitting upon the 
ſopha, in a diſconſolate meditative poſ- 
ture. She held a letter opened in one 
hand, and leant upon the other with 
which ſhe covered her face. She did 
not perceive my entrance, as her ſenſes 
ſeemed totally loſt in the pains of deep 
contemplation. Mr. C. as I had no far- 
ther occaſion for his ſervices, had taken 
Gf : N his 
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his leave at the door. I ſtood by Ma- 
tilda for ſome time in the moſt tremu- 
lous inquietude. Her breaſt ſeemed la- 
- bouring with ſome. dreadful. event, and 
her whole frame ſhook as if under the 
immediate influence of raging diſ- 
temper. I took her by the hand, and: 
; breathed ©© Matilda,” in a note of the 
moſt conciliatory ſoftneſs. She ſtarted 


- up, and viewing me for a few ſeconds 
with a look of wild perturbation, ſhe 
| uttered a violent exclamation, and again 
ſunk down upon her ſeat.— “ Ohl. leave 

% me, leave me,” ſaid ſbe in a tone of 
| he moſt abſolute deſpair, * do not diſ- 
'* compole the laſt moments of a wretch, 
© whoſe en are faſt ank ing her to 

the grave.“ | 
8 No, Matilda,” 1 rephed;! Feud Loom 


46 not to doompoſe, but to bring con- 
and ſolatiom 
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“ folation.---I had hoped, by this hour, 
c to have been the avenger of your 
cc wrongs, but the daſtardly conduct of 
e your betrayer, has retarded the exe- 
* cution of my vengeance— but tell me, 
Matilda, what new calamity thus ex- 
& cites the preſent violence of your diſ- 
c treſs?”——She could only anſwer me by 
a heavy groan, and by extending her 

hand which ſtill. contained the Jetter— 

I took it, and in the utmoſt trepidation: 
read to the following effect :. 


As I can admit of no partner in my 
« pleaſures, I leave you to the full en- 
6 joyment of that boiſterous madman, 
* whoſe jealouſy would prompt him to 
form deſigns againſt my life. I-now 
© take my leave ef you to ſee you no 
2 more. Lou ought to have known 
15 25 that 


P 
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that conſtancy is not among the num- 
© ber of my virtues, therefore your pre- 
6 ſent diſappointment ought not much 
C4 to afflict you. You muſt for the fu— 
c ture rely upon your own induſtry for 
< your ſupport, as this is the laſt you 
NC thall hear of 


* N cc 8 


I was rouzed to a pitch of phrenzy by 
. the. peruſal of this. inſulting, infamous 
epiſtle. I brcathed the moſt dreadful 
execrations, and denounced the moſt 
- unrelenting vengeance againſt. its inhu- 
man author. Matilda was ſtartled by 
the violence of my rage, and in her turn 
1 endeavoured to aſſuage it. We had 

ſearcely recovered” a tolerable degree of 
_ © compoſure before we ſaw the houſe oc- 

eupied by the executors of the law, who 


* 


had | 
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had come to ſecure the payment of ſome 
debts which his Lordſhip had neglected 
to diſcharge. Matilda's little property 


was involved in the general execution. 


„Great God!“ ſaid ſhe, wringing her 
hands with the moſt violent emotion, 


„ whatis now to become of me? turned 


into the ſtreet, without a friend, with- 


* out a home!—Oh, Heavens! how 
ce dreadful the expiation of my crime!” 

0 Madam,” I anſwered, “ in me be- 
© hold a friend—and while J have a 


home, you ſhall never want one.” 


Loet not your generoſity,” ſhe calm- 


ly replied, © betray you into ſhame 


© confider what the world may fay—lT 


* am now unworthy of your notice—it 
is infamy to hold converſe with me 


ws what then would the world ' conclude, 
5 were 


4 
— — 


--» 


2 - 
* 3 3 ä , "i tat AT 
PF r r 5 


— — — H:: 
— — — 


186 THE SORROWS OF THE HEART. 


were I to be ſeen under the fame roof 
* with you 2” 
ce What to me,” I na is the 


4 - © world! My conſcience is my world— 


that gives its fulleſt aſſent to the pre- 
„ ſent dictates of my heart. Come, 
Matilda, let us leave a houſe which 

has ſo lately been the reſidence of the 

* 6, moſt infamous of villains.” 

She aroſe without making any reply, 
-and was permitted by the harpies who 
ſurrounded her, to pack up a few trifling 
things. A coach being procured, I put 
her into it, and following her myſelf, 
ordered the coachman to drive home- 

Wards. Matilda did not utter a word. 
Her mind ſeemed painfully engaged, 
and all perception was abſorbed in the 
labours of internal cogitation. When 
we reached: my apartments, I handed 

: | 5 her 
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her up ſtairs, and prevailed upon her to 
take a little wine. As ſhe had taſted 
nothing that day, her ſpirits were lan- 
guid and faint. I recommended it to 
her to lie down, and endeavour to obtain 
ſome repoſe, and after acquainting her 
that I ſhould wait upon her in the even- 
ing, and giving the neceſſary orders to 
the ſervant to pay every attention to her 
commands, I went out to procure a 
lodging for myſelf. 

What is to become of the unfortunate 
Matilda? My mind is ſo unſettled, that 
I can form no determinate plan for her | 

advantage. If it is her wiſh to renounce 

the. paths of diſhonour, a circumſtance 
of which 1 dare not doubt, and will be 
ſatisfied with the enjoy ment of the calm 

ſweets of retirement, where her diſgrace 5 


18 
: 
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is unknown, I will chearfully contribute 
every thing in my . to ſecond the 
pious deſign. 
Oh! my friend, what dreadful trials 

of the heart am I fated to ſuſtain !--- 
Every fibre ſeems torn up, and ruin and 
deſolation have ſpread their influence 
around.---Farewel ! I am juſt going to 


whiſper peace to the agitated boſom of 
the forlorn Matilda. 


a "LETTER" Tn. 


| 
3 
| 
| 
| 
WM 
| 
| 


The Sams to the Sant; 


January 24th, 


IGHTY God! what am I that 
the arrows of thy wrath ſhould 


thus be en againſt me? What un- 
- heard 


* 
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heard of crimes have I committed that 
the bolts of thy vengeance ſhould thus 
be levelled at my head? Why am 1 
marked out as the moſt. eminently 
wretched amongſt men? Is it neceſſary 
to the accompliſhment of thy impene- 
ble purpoſes that miſeries ſhould thus 
accumulate upon: the defenceleſs head ? 
Or that I ſhould be abandoned as a prey 
to the mercileſs ſtorms of inſatiable ca- 
lamity ?---But hold—Let me not arraign 
the diſpenſations of Providence, nor 
weakly lament that deſtiny which now 
ſinks me to the grave.—lI am ſhip- 
wrecked at length, and my wearied ſoul 
only lingers till it can bid you an eternal 
adieu.—Oh-! my friend, all my former 
ſufferings were but ſhadows to this to 
this unſpeakable—this horrid—But I 
will be calm—yes—1 will be calm-—I 


write 
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write unintelligibly, but I cannot help it. 
---All that now remains for me to do on 
this ſide the grave, is to take a laſt fare- 
wel of you, and then ſink down with all 
my ſorrows into calm and unoffending 
oblivion.---But hear, if I am capable of 
telling you, the laſt ſad ſtory of my woes 
---this blow---this dreadful blow, that 
ſhakes the ſeat of reaſon to its centre, 
and overwhelms my ſenſes in * black- 
eſt horrors of deſpair. 

In the evening, I repaired to my apart 
ments, anxious to alleviate the woes of 
the unhappy Matilda. It was my wiſh | 
to have baniſhed from her mind, all re- 
collection of paſt misfortunes, and to 

have opened happier views in the con- 
templation of innocent retirement. 
When I entered, I was ſtartled by the 
look of horror which ſhe wore. Her 

eyes 
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eyes were wild and prominent, and every 
feature ſeemed diſtended and enlarged 
by the violence of inward commotion. 
In a ſtate of dreadful apprehenſion I 
ſlowly approached, and in a tone ſcarcely ' 
_ audible, entreated to know if ſhe was 
ill. 5 
“Thank God!” ſaid ſhe, in the chil- 
ling accents of deſperation, thank 
God! I have at laſt found a n 
” for all my ills.“ | 
* Gracious Heavens!” I exclaimed, 
© what is it you mean?” 
To die,” | ſhe anſwered, & ſince I 
can no longer live with honour.---' 
The fatal error which I have commit- 
«ted in liſtening for a moment to the 
* artifices of a villain, now hurries me 
* to the grave.---I feel the chill ap- 
« proaches of diffolution creeping 
through 
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cc through every vein.— Oh! tremen- 
© dous power! impute not all my guilt, 
© but let the preſent anguiſh and con- 


ce trition of my ſoul be received as an 
© expiation !—You, Mr. Horton, I have 
& greatly injured ; but if you knew what 
I now ſuffer, how deeply the dagger 
6 of ingratitude recoils upon my own 
&© heart, you would bleſs me by your | 
6 forgivenels, before I become inſenſible 
ce to the chearing ſound.” : 
The great God is my witneſs,” I 
eagerly exclaimed, how freely I for- 
cc give you---and may he extend the 
& ſame pardon and pity to my errors, 
„ which now riſe in my boſom, and 
= plead ſo forcibly for you !---Compoſe 
0 yourſelt, Matildaz---it is not yet too 
0 * late to fly from the path of deſtruc- 
| tion,--- 
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tion. — A life of penitence e yet 
_ © regain the loſt jewel of content. 
*« Ah!. you little know,” ſaid the, lay- 


ing her hand emphatically, upon her bo- 


ſom, you little know what now paſſes 
2 within me- no earthly means can. pro- 
long my exiſtence beyond the date of 
a few ſhort. minutes. While I yet 
© have the power, let me again expreſs 
60 my contrition for the paſt it may 
c raiſe one brightening hope to chear 


3 the dreary proſpect of the future. 
„ Alas! Mr. Horton, the 1 injuries which 


e have done to you, now preſs the 


*<h eavieſt upon me your noble, your ge- 
5e nerous, your diſintereſted: attachment, 
* was deſerving of a better object than 
„that on which it Was unfortunately 
* placed. My heart was. unworthy. to 
< be the partner of a paſſion founded in 


Vor. ä * * deli-- 
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* delicacy and honeur Vou thought 
_ *© mea being of purity and virtue 
cc Alas! I had long forfeited all claim 
4c to the appellation. At an age, when, 
«x truſt, few of my ſex have harbour- 
< ed one vicious inclination, I was loſt in 
© the intoxicating maze of guilty enjoy- 
< ment.---Start not, Sir,---it is indeed 
© but too true.---Lord B. the artful, 
cc the infamous Lord B. who, the better 
66 to cloak and carry on his diſhonour- 
re able defigns, pretended to be the pa- 
e tron of my father, by his attentions 
c and aſfiduities gained my childiſh 
cc heart. He triumphed in my undoing 
before 1 could form a judgement of 
* the extent of my misfortune. I ſtill 
ce retained, however, becauſe it beſt 
ce ſuited with my years, I till artfully 
6x retained the Nu os of virtuous 
_— * imply = 
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« ſimplicity—but oh! how ſevere were 
* the wounds of bitter recollection ! I. 
«4 was unconſcious of the aggravation 
© which duplicity heaped upon my guilt, 
« till you were caught in the toil.- 
The delicacy and fervour of your af- 
« fection I had never witneſſed before, 
and ] was not yet ſo entirely loſt to 
© yirtue as to remain unwarmed by the 
« pleafing ſympathy of ſpotleſs love.— 
* The conteſt in my boſom between, 
9 compunction at the deceit Which I 
6 practiſed, and the warmth of my loy "Of 

7 was violent and ſevere.---The dictates: 
* of honour would at laſt have triumphed, 
© had not at that period the author of 
"0 ruin returned to plunge me deep- 

* er in guilt.---The unhappy ſituation 
* of my parents, being, by his ſervices, 
in ſome meaſure relieved, my grati- 
A 4 e tude 
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"Mi became his right, of | wick he 

«© meanly took the advantage for the 
further completion of my misfortune. 
„At that time, oh! pardon the decep- 
tion! I was baſe enough to write to 
*/you- with all the ardour of ſincerity. 
8 Though I was too conſtions*of che 

impoſfibility, l ſtill hoped 1 fhodld not 


« live the Fietim of diſhonour. - Theſe 
HEE? ſentiments were, however, by degrees 
6 abſorbed in the vortex of gaiety and 


5 diſſipation, nor once intruded them- 
« ſelves upon my mind, till your pre- 
oe ſence again awakened the half extin- 
«6 * guiſhed voice of conſcience. I this 


(6) morning felt a ſatisfaction in being 


7 © liberated from the power of a man 
ee whom I could not look upon but with = 
” an eye of accuſation and reproach. 


* hink not 1 can 1 85 the public Vic- 


i „tim 


THE SORROWS or THE MEA Nr. 197 


< tim of diſgrace.— Life has long be- 
«© come a burden to me, and I have 
looked forward to the grave as my on- 
* ly releaſe. from diſhonour and from 
© woe. The means of deſtruction I 
e have long had within my power, but 
Ce could never execute the fatal deed, 
« till your preſence inſpired me with the 
te neceſſary courage.---I have ſwallowed 
'Y 8 of poiſon, which I now feel 
*f raging at my heart.” | 

I ſtarted from my. chair | in. an agony 
of horror.---I. made application to the 
bell till the whole houſe was in an a- 
larm, nor could I command recollection 
r to diſcloſe my motive for doing 
t. The ſervant had repeatedly aſked 
me my commands before I could arti- 
culate an order to call a ſurgeon 3 imme- 
diately. CATER 
3 . 
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0 Ah! '””: ſaid the fainting Marilda, | 
ue kel id a vain trouble no medicine can 
**teFindle. the dying embers of exiſtence 
I am faſt departing, nor have I a 
4e fingle wiſh to be recalled to the chear- 
*© Jeſs light of day—Dark and diſmal. as 
* the proſpe&t may appear which opens 
«© before me, I feel a ray of ſatisfaction 
bs. in throwing myſelf 82 the mercy 
«df my Creator! which no circumſtance 
* in this world can ever inipart. —Aſ: 
e fared” of yout-forgivenefs, my heart 
elt free froma F depreffion, 
e204. in ret Znce* upon the benignity of 
why Gniliporene Author of its being, 
Sen mort moments may yl it down 
8 M peace ,, tl een nd 
"Pye fiirgeon abrfvehs and exithined 
E: iünhaf ppy object before bim? with Aa 
look expreſſive of doubt—he uſed. every 


= * 
* 33 effort, 
4 
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effort, without ſucceſs, to expel the 
force of the poiſon, which now triumph- 


ed in every vein, and he left the devot- 
ed Matilda to await the iſſue of her fate. 


She had been ſtretched upon a bed, 
where ſne now lay calmly expecting the 
arrival of ſpeedy diſſolution. She eve- 
ry moment became more languid and 
faint—her voice faultered and convul- 
fions began to ſeize her.—Ske turne@ 
her heavy eyes upon me, and in broken 
accents ſaid, Oh! this is a comfort 
© which 1 could not anticipate; -. To 


< breathe to your ear before I die, the 
© dictates of penitence. and contri- 
6e tion !--- To hear the chearing ſentence 


of pity and. forgiveneſs + Mighty 
God] thou haſt not yet entirely aban- 


doned me !---I am not yet wholly eur 


off from the — of thy grace! 


& Could: 


322 „ r 
e 
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I © Could 4 have been capable, Mr, 
2 Hortos: of feeling all your worth, 


« and had I been poſiciTed of conſcious 
« purity of heart to oppoſe to your ge- 
© nerous paſſion, I am now ſenſible how 
de happy, how ſupremely bleſt I'might 


«© have been. By the pangs which 1 
* have ſuffered, and by the agonizing 


“ regret which I now feel, I can form 


« ſome idea of the raptures attendant 
% upon virtuous love.---'Thoſe I hope 


you will yet enjoy with ſome more de- 


cc ſerving, ſome happier fated woman! 


* And may the death of Matilda be the 
© termination of your woes! I know 


© how much unhappineſs I have un- 
& worthily occaſioned to you, but I truſt 
© I now make full atonement for all my 


4 follies and my errors, and that I ſhall 
6 be REIT: to repoſe 1 in the peaceful 


grave, 


P =. 
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© grave, if unpitied, yet une pra N 
en cannot be remembered with re- 
1 I truſt I ſhall be aten to _ 


© into filent oblivion.” 


Convulſions ſeized her, and ſhe 57 
deprived of ſenfation—the blood had 


forſaken the extremitics, and was faſt | 
retiring to the heart. I hung overt her 
in a ſtate of the moſt ſettled deſperation, ; 


anxiouſly watching the feeble ebb af 


life. About eleven laſt night, after 
bending her fainting eyes upon me with 
a look of penitential entreaty, ſhe ex- 
pired in an agony ſufficient at once to 


rend and annihilate her weak and tender : 


frame. 
Now, my friend, what do you think 


of the ſeverity of my deſtiny? Is it poſ-. 
fible that I ſhould ſurvive theſe dreadful 
perſeeutions of my fate? Oh no—T feel 


a pany 


—— 


— owe” 
- — x Pap 
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a pang within which tears up every fi- 
bre of my heart, and will ſoon lay it 
down as cold, and as unconſcious of 
woe, as now lies the poor, the dear, the 
penitential Matilda. | 
Oh my friend, why would you not 
coine to me? told you how it would 
be with. me---there was a ſomething 
within whieh has long Pointed to the 
grave as my only releaſe from pain, yet 
would you not liſten to the prophetic 
found, 1 want your aſſiſtance to com- 
poſe the clay-cold remains of Matilda 
ia the filent duſt---1 want your preſence * 
to receive the parting benediction of my 
love. It is now too late- you muſt fly 
ſwifter than the winds to greet theſe eyes 
again, be fore they become bedimmed 
with the ſhades of endleſs night. 
7151. Adieu! 


0 
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Adicu! my kriend, adieu! Farewell 
for ever! n 1 am going -i am faft 
going-- the grin monſt-r of deſtruction 
now walks his deadly round, and 1 fall 
I fink down his ready and voluntary 
victim. . 

Once more, while I have yet the pow- 
er, let me bid my deareſt friend tare- 
well! My ſeaſes are faſt diſſolving- my 

brain is on frre—it ſwims---it boils and 
I am loſt--I am whirled in the vortex 

of bleſt inſenfibility. 


The two laſt letters of my friend were 
Forwarded to Rouen, after 1 had left 
it. In conſcquence of his former of the 
7th of January, I had immediately pre- 

pared to return to England, as it con- 


* 


tained 
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| tained ſome paſſages which awakened 
all my fears for his ſafety. The day af- 


ter the date of his laſt letter, which con- 


veys an account of the miſerable exit of 


the ill-fated Matilda, I reached the ca- 


pital, and flew on the wings of impatient 
affection to the habitation of my friend. 
When! prepared, in the fervour of 

| my heart, to claſ p him to my boſom, he 

| ſtarted from me „ and ſtared at me with 
a look of unconſcious ſtupidity.---His 


*Q 


oy 
* 
1 
8 


rf * 
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ly ſubſided to admit of reflection, I got 
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eyes were wild and inflamed, and I was 


ſtruck with horror at the perceptible ap- 


pearance of every mark of the moſt ſet- 
tled inſanity. The body of Matilda lay 


firetched upon the bed, and he would 


hang over it, and addreſs it in ſounds of 
the moſt piercin 8 lamentations. As 
1 1 £85 "TOC > 642 . 


ſoon as my conſternation was ſufficient- 


IE 31 8 my 
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my unhappy friend conveyed from the 
body, for the accompliſhment of which, 


however, force became neceſſary.—I 


had him put to bed, and called in to his 
aid every poffible aſſiſtance. The re- 
mains of Matilda, I, that evening, got 
privately interred. Every means were 
fruitleſſly exerted for the recovery of my 
friend.--The violence of his diſorder 
precluded him from the enjoyment of 
one lucid interval of reaſon, and in three 
days his conſtitution yielded to the un- 


abating fury of diſeaſe. He expired, 


after experiencing agonies, which hu- 


manity prompts me to with have ſeldom | 


been the Portion of t © moſt wretched 


| 
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